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Tale of the days when boredom led boys to crime and force was the remedy. 





HUNLOP 



JT was during that period that our 
eldets iioscagically describe as the 
"halycon days" — the end of the 
Edwardian period and the beginning 
of the reign of George V — that 
Victoria's most spectacular poUce 
patrol came into being. 

Black Jack Johnson had beaten 
Victoria's heavyweight pride in the 
pouring rain at Richmond racecourse 
and had gone on to Sydney to beat 
Tommy Burns to pulp and take the 
heavyweight pugilists crown from 

And areund every pub corner in the 
mean streets of Melbourne's innec 



the gutter, 
)lling'; 



suburbs, spirting 
molesting passing 

drunks, holding up homing wage 
earners on pay nights, standing over 
the pubs and taking their toll from 
their molls who plied the world's 
most dreary trade in Little Bourke 
Street, Little Londsdalc Street and 
Latrobe Street, lurked the most 
sinister portent of the times — the 
flash larrikin. 

In the dreary little suburbs with 
die mean little streets that now con- 
stitute the slums of Inner Melbourne, 
diere was nothing to relieve the mono- 
tony for high spirited youngsters. 



T^£ cMtmTEsr cms tybs ever built 




So they congregated round die 
pubs, the billiard saloons and die 
btotbei areas, menacing the decencies 
for all who used the streets after 
dark. 

The police patrolled in couples in 
ihe infested areas, but the hospitals 
often worked overtime at week-ends 
patching up damaged coppers. 

They wore peg topped trousers, 
tight fitting coats with padded 
shoulders, bowler bats, pointy toed 
patent leather button up boots with 
dull kid uppers, flash ties. 

They distained the knife ot revol- 
ver as weapons, but the black jack, 
die sling shot and knuckle dusters 
were stock armament. 

They had the police worried, but 
at last Commissioner Tommy O'Cal- 
laghan and Superintend ant Nicholson 
(later Commissioner) , hit on a plan. 

They sent for the toughest cop then 
in Melbourne, Sergeant (later 
Superintendant) Malt Campbell and 
asked him to take over the job of 
suppressing the pushes. 



He was given a very free hand. 



After a ainstakin se 


rch tbroueh- 


out the force Camiliel 


selected ten 


of die touehest cor 


he couk 


l^^.^^ evei-y mm i 




knuckle fighter, every 


nm^game^a! 






^ Tlwy'went into stren 


uous training 


before starting on the 


lean up. 


These men carried 


handculfs 


no revolver, no batons 


They were 


strictly enjoined that as 




and imprisonment had 


not alieviate< 


the push menace they 


mie there to 



smash the larrikins with dieir fists. 

These were not official instruc- 
tions — they were told from head- 
quacters that dieir job was to remove 
the larrikin menace by the most ex- 
peditious means. 

Soon they became known and 
feared by the mobs as "The Terrible 
Ten" a walking patrol liable to swoop 
at any time on unsuspecting push 
members going about their unlaw- 

They first made .a surprise attack 
on the Bouveroos, whose stamping 
ground lay in a rough line between 
the Carlton Brewery and Melbourne 
University southern boundary. 

The Terrible Ten arrived in the 
midst of a pitched battle between the 
students and the mob, which was 
trying to steal the iron spiked fence 
round the plot of ground where the 
Engineering Faculty Buildings now 
stand. 

Twenty minutes later the mob was 
flying. Night after night the ten 
pohccmen returned to the area and 
any larrikin who did not go instantly 
as he was told, was made very sorry 
for himself. The Bouveroos faded 
from the scene inside a month. 

The Hungty Seventy Two (so 
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a Melbourne suburb 
ing provided for 72 
1 a long ligllt, ouc 
r a year long guerilla 



engagement. 

Gradually the Victorian pohce 
drafted to push areas plain clothes 
policemen with fighting reputations, 
but the Terrible Ten were still the 
most hated and feared coppers in 
Melbourne. 

"Hit where yoti see a larrikin's 
head" was their slogan, and they 
punched to such purpose that by the 
time World Wat 1 broke out in 
!914, the pushes had almost been 
disbanded. 

The war hastened theic decline, as 
most of dieir members enhsted — one 
to win a V.C, a number to win com- 
mbsions, hundreds to die on Galh- 
poli or in France and Flanders. 

Sergeanr Matt Campbell eventu- 
ally became chief of the C.I.B. 

His fighting ability was always 



,.,.nprnt-i.d in every part of Melbourne. 

Once when he was officer in charge 
nn flghr nights he was sitting at the 
lear the corner of a heavy- 
«,<.iLTiii who was having a somewhat 

During a spell the weary pug took 
a big mouthful of water and with- 
out sighting for direction shot die 
lot over old Matt. 

Inside a few seconds Matt had 
his coat off and was getiirtg through 
the ropes to deal it out to the care- 
less one, when the stadium manager 
grabbed him. 

"For God's sake have a heart," he 
said. "We can'r afford to have you 
mauling that bloke about. We want 
him for a fight in Sydney in a 



londi's 



talised the 
his dialect 
Bloke," and 



C. J, Dennis ir 
Melbourne larrakin 
verses, "The Sentime 
"The Moods of Ginger Mick, 

But when his verses were published 
die pushes were already dead— shat- 
tered by the ftsts of the Terrible 




Belter cured for -than hiunans, these 
birds- lear each other to pieces. 



HAROLD POLLOCK. 




JN Tahiti, much giamoucised, beau- 
tiful island, I witnessed a. most 
degrading, disgusting, blood spec- 
tacle. 

On 3 balmy, sunny Sunday after- 
noon I strolled along a banana- 
palmed, shady toad two kilometers 
from Papeete. Naked brown Tahi- 
tian children played like healthy 
young puppies on the grass. The 
elusive, fragrant perfume of a thou- 
sand cKotie tropical flowers filled the 
warm air. Some 200 years ago, the 
mutineers of the "Bounty" had 
thought Tahiti paradise on earth. 
No wonder! 

In a bead of the road I came upon 
a cosmopolitan, motley crowd of 
Chinese, Tahiiians,' French sailors. 



and a few European civilians. It 
was a shady glade beiieath tall, pro- 
tecting banana palms;- Tethered here 
and there with pieces of purau (native 
bark string) and well out of teach 
of one another, were fighting cocks, 
birds moulded by cunning men into 
fighting mafhines. The people assem- 
bled were waiting to see the fight. 

The growing crowd argued noisily; 
the first fight was about to begin. 

Bets are wagered. Notes o£ large 
denomination are stuffed into grasp, 
ing, sweaty hands. Now and tlien a 
knowledgable bettor, appraising looks 
over one of the birds. 

Large brown eyed women are lay- 
ing the odds as well as die men. 

"Ote" (start) the umpire shouts, 
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The first fight is about to begin, 
but no, not quite yet. The natural 
spurs, sharp and lethal looking, are 
nor good enough for the owners, 
; whose cocks will carry more money 
, in the fight than they themselvea 
could earn in six months of honest 

IV work. (The highest bet I heard of 
[■was one of 20,000 francs, £120). So 
j the spurs ace tcinuned with a tipi 
I (pocket knife), until they are as 
sharp as, and harder than, needles, 
The spectators have jammed them- 
selves four or five deep round the 
12 foot diameter ring. 

The air is tense with excitement 
The owners of the two cocks squat 
on opposite sides of the ring and 
fondle the lustrous feathers as they 
await the signal to begin, when the 
birds will fight desperately to exhaus- 
tion and beyond, 

"Ote," hisses the umoin:. 

The birds are released. To^ my 

up like two boxers. Feet apart, 
a ring of feathers bristling from out- 
stretched necks, eyes burning with 
hatred, diey move about each odier. 

After several feints, the black has 
a hold on the brown's scarlet, naked 
neck. With beating wings he in- 
stantly makes murderous, downward 
swipes with his needle-sharp spurs. 

The brown counters cleverly, and 
with tearing spurs draws blood as he 
catches the other off balance for a 

The spectators roar approval, each 
segment of die crowd shouting advice 
to its fancy, 

"Pohe" (kill), is the dominant 

"They're clever, these two cocks, so 
cunningly, evenly matched that the 
fight will not be soon over. They 



forever circle with necks locked, eacli 
seeking the fatal hold on the back 
of the neck. 

The black pecks viciously, and gets 
a fine hold, He flutters his wings 
to bring his ripping spurs high to deal 
out terrific punishment. The brown 
recoils from the onslaught, his neck 
and head gory. They are game, 
these two birds, unsur tendering. They 
are circling again. The brown gets 
his snake-like neck under the black's 
wing. From there he gets the effec- 
tive back of the neck hold and 
quickly administers ctuel punishment, 

"Pacia mate" {put out his eye), 
exultandy howls the crowd. Il 
seems almost as though the dumb 
birds understand, for the other re- 
coils and one eye is obviously blind. 
He stumbles round the ring. 



"Pq re mata" (he can 


'r see! 1 (tloata 


the yelling crowd. Bu 


t the blinded 


bitd i, not ilone. He 


sights his op. 


ponent with his good e) 


;e, and moves 


into position. Nects 
jind citcling begins ag; 


d 


ito. Confident 


now, the brown Bnttets 


in the air and 


tties hard to deal the fct 


lock-out blow. 


But he has mistimed a 


fraction. The 


black catches him oH balance. He 


has now a line bold, a 


nd fotce. th. 


othec's head to die j 


icavel, Thei. 


his Hashing spurs deal 


out hotcibli 


pimishment. 




I take my eyes fo 




from the bloody battl 




die spectators. The sh 


,'cto"f.yTol 


Orientals gliit with 


satUfaction at 


the blood feast. Less 


rc 


than the Tahitians, but 


to 


cruel, seem rhe Chine 


:se with slant 


narrow eyes set in roui 


,d, inscrutable 


faces. The Tahitians 


jump and yell 


with joy as ripping spu 


rs and tearing 



beak, find dieir mark. 
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"J WAS leafing through my old and bacteted copy of 'Alice in Wonder- 
knd' the other day, when a cancelled cheque fell out and lay at my 
feet. There on the top line was the dale, May I'Jth, 1933. Ac the 
botCoin was my father's signature in his firm, elaborate handwriting. 
'Pay to the order of the Mother Superior, $1,25, signed John Matzo," 
read the cheque, drawn on the Pine Brnok Bank of Scranton, Pa. I 
picked it up and, standing there in what is definitely the smallest apart- 
ment in Hollywood, I felt again the presence of the black-rabed nun 
tapping out the rhythm for a small giti seated at an old piano, running 
the scales. I v;asn't Liiabeth Scott then. I was that small giil, a kid 
named Emmy Matzo." 

From PHOTOPLAY, the world's bisi motion picture magaiine. 



As the figkt progresses so tbe roar 
of the crowd increases. 

The air is a babel of Chinese and 
Tahitian, incerspetsed now and then 
with a sharp exclamation in French, 
With blood-dripping heads and gap- 
ing beaks, the cocks 
spac, peck, and spijr. Their 
become slower and slow 
tire. They fight more 
more deliberately. One atom of re- 
served strength may now tutn the 
cruelly close battle. 

The brown feints cleverly, Sud- 
denly he seems a whirlwind of fury 
— he fias the black by the neck, thb 
time it seems in a death hold. 
Again and again he b tings his 
ripping spurs into the scarlet 
'mess that is his opponent's neck 
and head. The black bird des- 
perately countets. Strength is leav- 
ing the other, and he in turn takes 
terrible punishment. Slowly he sinks 
to tbe ground. Wings outstretched, 
legs akimbo, scarlet neck and head 
with one eye hanging by a piece of 
skin, he presents a hideous picture. 
With beak gasping for breath I felt 



sure the spark of life is passing 

The crowd, now a howling ring 
of barbarians, already proclaims the 
black as winner. The black just 
manages to prop himself sufficiently 
to keep upright. But he is past 
interest in his battered opponent. 

Grinning and exultant, his owner 
picks him up, fondles and smoothes 
the blood-wetted, tumpled feathers. 

The umpire points to the owner of 
the prostrate bird. He asks if he is 
through. The bandy-legged Chinese 
owner beckons him back. He picks 
up the cock. 

The Chinese places the cock on the 
ground, and several spectators try to 
crowd in on him, but the umpire 
motions them back. 

The half -blind bird manages to 
stay on his wobbling legs. The black 
is once more placed in position, but 
they both seem beyond interest in 
the fight and merely prop them- 
selves, gasping for air and life. 

The brown with a supernatural 
effort and flapping of wings, suddenly 
delivers a vicious sideways swipe. The 
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din from tbe howling onlookers is 
terrific. The fight is over. 

The black lies on the dirt as still 
M death, and dead I thought he was. 
The bow legged Chinese whoops widi 
delight, picks up his cock and ad- 
ministers mouthfuls of cocoanut 

rilk. 
The utterly exhausted cocb ate 
'placed imder a running tap. Blood 
la roughly wiped from hideous neck 
nnd head. The birds are placed on 
(he ground beneath a banana palm 
and forgotten. 

Fresh birds take the limelight in 
the plaited cocoanut-frond ring. 

Five mote bloody fights were 
waged that sunny Sunday afternoon, 
each as horrible as the first. Some 
of the game little cocks were blinded, 
two were killed, but all were cruelly 
wounded. 

During the intermissions the spec- 
tators gorged themselves with sweet 

cream and cocoanut milk sold by an 
enterprising Chinese from a stall. 

No, I did not visit the cock-fights 
again. One gory spectacle is usually 
enough to satisfy the most blood- 
thirsty European. 

"Moa Faatiti" is illegal witliin 
the precincts of Papeete Town, but 
why worry about the environs. The 
Chinese and Tahitians want the 
thrills of the gruesome sport — the 
French audiorities seem apathetic. 
The police never bother to promen- 
ade outside Papeete town. 

Any day, if you visit some of the 
township backyatds, you'll see patient 
Chinese, or fun-loving Tahitians 
training and preparing the fighting 
cocks, 

For hours the birds are massaged, 



legs puMed, necks stretched. The 
cock is tossed into the air with a 
twist to help strengthen the legs and 
feet, and to teach him to gain bal- 
ance quickly. He is monotonouslv 
oscillated for minutes at a time, and 
daily washed under a tap. 

The sport is cruel from the start, 
and the game cock is subjected by 
die soul-possessing raan-aninnal, to a 
life of torture from early childhood. 

When your .Uiip steams through the 
white smoking reef at Tahiti, and 
you hold your breath as you behold 
for the first time the magnificent 
mountains spreading their verdure 
down the beautiful valleys to the 
sea, remember that all is not beauti- 
ful in those enchanting valleys. The 
blood-baths of the cock fights take 
place in those same green valleys 
every Sunday afternoon. 



THE 
POell-lST 

edttopI 




CAVALCADE, Moy, 1948. II 



CRAIG RICE. 



S^o^^ NOWHERE 



I wbo ciossed the bridge dlsappeaied. Many corpses nete found. 



J]VERY now and dien die public 
is shocked by the spectacle of a 
one-man crime wave. Of such mur- 
der marathons one of the most aston- 
ishing, in my opinion, is the case 
of the vanisbing wayfarers on Mill 
Creek Bridge. 
Nine men had ridden or walked 
bee 



that bridge and 
heard from again. Searching parties 
had failed to find any evidence of 
quicksand. The only thing that was 
known was that from time to time 
somebody walked or rode across the 
mysterious bridge and was swallowed 
up as if by the sea. 

A tenth victim was added to the 
list when Henry Bastian, a local 
farmer, called up the sheriff to re- 
port that one of his farmhands, Fred 
Kuschmatm, had crossed Mill Creek 



Bridge and — no, be hadn't vanished 
— hut he had been thrown from his 
horse and killed. An accident? 
Well, there was somediing about it— 

"Fred was going to his home in 
Rock Island for a few days. He 
told me he was taking the shortest 
way, over die Mill Creek Road," 

The sheriff recalled that on Sep- 
tember 17 another farmhand,- jobn 
Lauterbach, had taken the same 
short cut to Rock Island in order 
to save time, and had never been 

"I loaned Kuschmann a horse to 
make the trip," Bastian went on to 
tell. "A little while after he had 
left, the horse canie back widi one 
broken stirrup, and some fresh blood 
on the tail. I was afraid something 
had happened to Fred. I'll admit 
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—■that I didn't like going over that 
"toad. But I thought it was my duty, 
to I hitched up another team and 
found him diere." 

The sheriff looked closely at the 
broken stirrup that was still attached 
to the dead man's left boot, and 
turned to the coronet. The coronet 
looked at the stirrup, dien he exam- 
-med the body. He siiook his head, 
j: "This was no accidenr," he said. 

"He was beaten with some heavy 
Pr insttumentj possibly an axe or thick 

■.•;-'ciub." 

' There wasn't a particle of dirt on 
the stirrup. When a man is thrown 
by a horse and dragged along the 
road diere is sure to be some dirt on 
the stirrup, and this was a muddy, 
soggy road. Fred Kuschmann had 
been murdered. 

Wbo killed Fred Kusdimann, and 



why? The 
ikad mrm'i 
tim loId th 
of Ku.cl.m 


pocte'es.' 
e sheriff 
ann befo 


iiioiiev 111 nie 
Robbery? Bas- 
that he had paid 
e he left. That 


eigh, 
h.d other 


dollati. 


ind he may have 
liim, too. "It's 


the usuiti 
(ore he lea 


noney on 
ves," he 


pay a man be- 
tematked, "My 
him the money, 
imd knew about 
an added, 
en everyone was 
ry farmer from 


I guess eve 
the vacatio 


lie fiive 
ryone ar 
n," Bast 


E,etyone 


knew, t 
But ev 


reuS^abo 
the niomen 


t was g 
, offcrin 


athered there at 
suggestions and 



trying to be helpful. Everyone, that 
is, except one. The sheriff noticed 
his absence. Harry Mason, Bastian's 
nearest neighbor, who bad been very 
helpful when John Lauterbach dis- 
aDiiearcu. w.in consii:ciioijs nils time 
by bis absence. Ha decided to have 
a talX Willi i"larry Mason. 

Proceeding along the main high- 



way bordering Mason's farm, the 
sheriff stopped short. There in the 
middle of die road lay a man's black 
umbrella widi a gold handle. The 
handle was covered with moist blood 
stains. Was this the murder 
weapon? 

Mrs. Mason met him at the door. 
She was greatly disturbed, inquiring 
in a quavering voice if the sheriff 
had come to tell her something about 
Harry. 

"He's been gone since four o'clock 
this morning," she cried. "I'm ter- 
ribly worried, I know something has 
happened to him, something like 
what happened to all those others." 

"Was he carrying an umbrella?" 
the shetifF asked. 

"Yes," Mrs. Mason sobbed. 

Fred Kuschmann had been mur- 
dered, probably with this same stout 
gold handled umbrella, at about five 
o'clock that morning. The sheriff 
looked grave as he explained the 
circumstances to Mrs. Mason. What 
was Harry doing up and around at 
four o'clock in the morning? 

"I'll tell you," Mrs. Mason ex- 
plained. "For years he's been trying 
ro find out who's responsible for all 
those men disappearing, particularly 
John Lauterbach." 

So — what was he doing up at four 
o'clock in the morning, the sheriff 
wanted to know. 

"To dig," replied Mrs. Mason. 
"He got up at that time three or 
four mornings a week to dig in the 
ground at various places on both 
sides of the Mill Creek bridge, in 
the hope that he'd find John's body. 
He was sure he had been murdered." 
"And where did he get that idea?" 

"From Klem Stengel," Mrs. 
Mason replied. "Klem told him 
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thai he. had sf 
bodies near chec 

The sheriff shook his head sadly. 
Klem Stengel, he knew, was regarded 
by evcrybodj' as a kind of harmless 
half-wit. 

"What was Harry wearing when 
he left this morning?" tile sheriff 

"It was an eccentricity of my hus- 
band's to wear a [ight overcoat, win- 
ter or summer," she replied. 
"Another, was to carry an umbrella 
no matter how fair the weather." 

The sheriff knew of these two 
eccentricities of Mason's. So did 
everybody else in the vicinity. Henry 
Winters, a farmer who lived near 
the Mill Creek Bridge, knew of 
Harry's eccentricities and remem- 
bered them when tha sheriff ques- 
tioned him. He had heard a horse 
going over the mystery bridge early 
that morning and gotten a glimpse 
of the rider. It was Harry Mason, 

From all indications it was Hatty 
Mason, all right. The sheriff issued 
orders to assemble a posse and go in 
search of the missing Mason. Just 
then he spied a young man in the 
crowd. It was Klem Stengel, the 

"Klem," the sheriff whispered, "1 
saw a body buried. I het you didn't." 
The blank face showed a trace" of 



biirvitiE ns he led the way to one of the 
graves. The sheriff knew that grave 



"I did, too," he whispered back. 
"I saw a man burieH— in the grave- 
yard, this morning." 

"I don't believe it," she sheriff said. 
"Show me where." 

Klem led the way to the cemetery 
which adjoined Henry Winters' 
farm. He was trembling with fear 



It was the grave of Elmer Clayton, 
who had been buried there in proper 
order more than a month before. 
But a closer look revealed something 
odd about it. The mound did in 
fact look as if it had been freshly 
turned up again. 

He knelt down and started to 
scoop up the dirt with his hands. 
His hand touched something! He 
drew back with a start. 

When more of the dirt had been 
cleared away, there lay the dead 
body of — -Harry Mason! 

Harry Mason had been murdered 
with his own umbrella. And the 
murderer had left the umBrella 
where it would cast suspicion on 
Mason himself. 

There was one interesting thing 
about the case, however. Mason was 
not wearing his overcoat when he 
was found in the grave. The killer, 
whoever he was, had removed the 
overcoat and worn it himself when 
he rode back across the bridge. That 
was when Henry Winters spied him 
and took him for Mason. Evidently 
the killer wanted to be mistaken for 
Mason. That meant that he was a 
local man, somebody who was 
familiar with Mason's eccentricities. 

Going over the files on. all the men 
who had disappeared over the Mill 
Greek Bridj^e, the sheriff discovered 
another interesting fact. Every one 
of the nine men had at one time or 
another worked for the same farmer. 
And the farmer was Henry Bastian. 

When the sheriff returned to the 
Bastian farm, Henry was burning 
hogs in the incinerator. They had 




I 



down with cholera, he ei- 
rlitoeJ, when the sheriff asked him 
what lie was doing. 

■'Do tltey bleed when they have 
tholeta?" d.e shetil asked. 

"Bleed? Of coutse not. What 
gave you that idea?" 

"I got that idea because thete'i 
tlood in d.e buggy in which you 
carried die dead hog down to the 
incinerator," die slieiil said. "I 
found fresh blood, also, on the floor 
of the bacn under a pile of sttaw. 
And why was it necessary to pur a 
blanket ovci a dead hog? Was it 
. hog you wanted to conceal; or was 
it a dead man? 

Basdan made a menacing move 
but he stopped when he saw the 
sheriff's hand go to the holster of 
bis gun. What proof, Bastian de- 
manded, did the sheriff have to back 
up his suspicions. 

"Harry Mason's body is all the 
ptoof we need," die sheriff replied. 
"He undoubtedly suspected you all 
along. You discovered him digging 
foe his nephew's grave and you fcdled 
him. That gave you two bodies to 
dispose of, his and Fred Kusct 
mann's. You buried Mason in die 
Clayton grave. Then yon evidently 
conceived the idea of the accident to 



Kuschmann. You piled Ktischmann's 
body in the buggy and drove to Mill 
Cteet Bridge. There you threw his 
body to the side of the road and 
attached part of a broken stirrup to 
his foot. 

"You sneaked back to the barn, 
got the horse you .said you loaned 
Fred, put on Mason's overcoat and 
rode back over die bridge. . . Then 
you nitned die horse loose to find 
Ids way back to the barn. A rathet 
complicated plot, but a clever one, 
Henry, only it didn't—" 

A sudden change of wind blew 
the smoke ftom the incineiatoi in 
the sheriff's eyes. At diis point Bas- 
tian bolted and fled. The sheriff 
fired but Bastian was out of sight 
by this time. A posse was quickly 
toonded up and later that night 
Henry Basnan was found. He had 
hanged himself to a rafter in a neigh- 



bor's 


barn. 
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Traditions of French chivalry broke 



(^F the de Tours family, not one 





v is ahve in Australia. The 


story 


of ho- 


rv tlie six daughters can 


be ma 


rricd aiid scattered thi 


■o„gh 


France 


and America, and of 




the so 


n met his death, is en 




anotlie 


r story. This chronicle 






1 adoring fadiec almost be 




the mi 


irdcrer of his adored son 





Years before Hugh D. Mcintosh 
built the Stadium at RushcuCtcrs 
Bay, I hoarded for a few months at 
a quaint hotel adjacent to the park. 
The hotel is now converted into a 
block of flats. Pierre de Tours (that 
name is the only bit of fiction in this 
story) , ruled his half-dozen daughters 
literally with a rod of iron. For he 
had lost his hand in an explosion 
when he was an officer on board a 
French battleship in the Mediter- 
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up a flourishing Ausltallon buijlnesii. 

ranean. To the stump was attached 
an iion hook, apparently useless 
except for waving ferociously during 
his frequent £ts of Gallic rage. The- 
girls would flee to their bedrooms 
until Fiortense, the eldest daughter, 
who acted as barmaid and who was 
the only one ever to dare face the 
father when he was in a tantrum, 
would call out in French, "The 
storm is over." Her sisters, or rather 
half-sisters, would rhen unlock their 
doors, come out and go about their 

Pierre de Tours also had a son, 
young Pierre, a handsome stripling 
of nineteen years, with close-cropped 
auburn curls, bright brown eyes and 
full red lips. Old Pierre, who wor- 
shipped young Pierre, had been four 
times a widower. That is to say, he 



liaiJ had four wives, three of whom he 
hud maintained honorably in diverse 
ports of the world. In his facetious 
moments, he used to pretend that 
lit could never make sure which 
daughter was the offspring of which 
wife . . . but of young Pierre he 
liacd to say, "My son is die son of 

F' Marie, and my Marie was the most 
beautiful and the most lov- 
ing wife any man ever had." He 
forgot to mention that he had lured 
his Marie from an Algiers bagnio 
with stories of the future wealdi of 
the de Tours when their ancestral 
estates had been restored to them. 
Marie gave birth to young Pierre in 
Sydney and a few months later 
eioped with an Itahan tenor who 
was touring Australia. She left a 
note for old Pierre, the sense of 
which in English was, "I believe youi 
de Tours chateau is a castle in Spain 
nnd I do not relish being instead,, 
the chatelaine of a fifth-rate Austra- 
lian pub." The daughters reared the 
baby, helped to spoil him and now 
that he was near manhood, still 
waited on him hand and foot. 

Pierre junior r.ever worked. While 
the daughters, from Hot tense the 
eldest, to Lucille the youngest, con- 
stituted the hard-working staff of the 
hotel, young Pierre's only regular 
duty was to converse in French every 
morning with his father, as they sat 
on the rear verandah overlooking the 
bay. Old Pierre had a muddled idea 
that his sen would some day go to 
France and occupy the de Tours 
ancestral chateau after sundry tire- 
some legal difficulties had been over- 
come. Hence his insisrence on young 
Pierre — and the daughters, too — 
always speaking Ftench during 
family parleys. 



Young Pierre dressed well and 
always had money in his pocket. He 
was seldom home before midnight 
and by the time he was nineteen had 
earned among his cronies, an envied 
reputation as a successful amorist. 
When some conventional busybody 
brought to the father the story of 
the son's first affaire de coeur, the 
old man shook his snowy locks and 
roared with laughter. Young Pierre 
was then sixteen. His father 
delighted in every rumour of a fresh 
conquest. 

Suddenly the yoimg fellow became 
a morose anchorite. Rarely did he go 
outside the hotel. For a few weeks 
his father did not seek his confidence. 

the gloomy youth slumped on a 
bench on the rear verandah, listlessly 
fondling his father's pet monkey, a 
savage little pest who would allow 
no one, except the de Tours, father 
and son, to handle him, old Pierre 
came out from the deserted bar and 
sat on the bench. For a few minutes 
he was quite silent and then coaxingly 
he began his interrogation. Here in 
English is the gist of the conversa- 
tion, as 1 heard it diat night through 
the open window of my bedroom. 

"My son, what ails you?" 

"I am in love, my father." 

"But that is no reason for sadness. 
You have been in love many times m 
these last three years." 

"She does not love me." 

"Who is she?" 

"She is a dancer at Harry Rickard's 
theatre." 

"My god! And why will she not 
love you?" 

"I do not know. She laughs at 

"Eh, bien! Perhaps your old 
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ALL THAT GLITTERS 
GOLD TO JANIE. 

Janie's a girl who's truly 

With housework her hands 

she's not spoiling, 
Unlike Mary, and Martho, ond 

She gets along fine without 
toiling. 

For Janie, you see, is the gold- 
digging type. 
In spite of her countenance 

No meagre old budget brine 

. gets poid by tha 

Weak. 



father can Help you 
she wants is gifts, 
a bracelet — a pendant — a necklace." 
"And the money." 
"You shall have it. Psst! Shall a 
dc Touts be thwarted in his amours?" 

The following night young Pierra 
rolled very drunk and very happy 
through the hack entcance of the 
iiotel and stumbled up the stairs. Ic 
was long after midnight, but the 
doting father had waited up. He 
was sitting in a small parlour and 
was drinking absinthe. Eagerly he 
called his son into the room. Young 
Pierre blinked at him as he swayed 
in the doorway. In the stillness I 
could hear every word through 
the partition that separated my 
toom from the parlour. A few swift 
questions, and the old man had 
learned that the dancer had accepted 
a bracelet and had supped with the 
handsome young Franco-Australian. 

For a month, young Pierre was in 
heaven. His place in heaven, how- 
ever, was kept warm only by repeated 
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calls on h 


s father's finances. The 




tood up to it gallantly 


while he c 


ould. Tlii revenuB from 


the hotel 


was badly depleted. Ac 


last the old man was forced to tell 


his son tha 


t the "affaire" must cease. 


There w 


as peace in the de Tours 


household 


for two months. .Young 




1. settled down to serving 


in the ba 


r occasionally. But busi- 


ness grew 


steadily worse. The rival 


hotel was 


winning the contest for 



The father banked his motyey only 
once a week. The takings during 
each week were kept in a big cash 
boK which the old man hid under 
a pile of linen in his bedroom ward- 
robe. The money was banked every 
Monday morning. 

One Saturday night, after the bar 
had been dosed at 11 pjn., loud 
yells from the old man's bedroom 
brought three or four of his daugh- 
ters running to discover what was 
the matter. They found tlieir father, 
his eyes tolling, as he held die empty 
cash box, open, in his right hand, 
and slashed the air with his hook. 

"I have been robbed!" he 
screamed. "Twenty pounds gone! 
Do any of you know anything?" 
Glaring madly, he advanced towards 
them, the hook upraised. They 
huddled together, terrified, in the 
doorway. Hottense bravely walked 
into the room. 

"I believe you," he said. In a 
dull tone he asked, "Where is 
Pierre?" 

"He went to town immediately 
after dinner," said Hortense. 

"Not a word tb him when he 
returns," he commanded, "Go to 
your rooms." As they retreated, they 



heard him mutter in agony, "My 

Aaain terrified the daughters fled 
„ .Lit rooms. H.H an hotit late, 
they heard their brother stagsermg 
through the hallway. Suddenly ba 
(.the, appeared in the passage W.th 
a liehted eandle in his good hand. 

"Onre iuto tny room, Pierre." He 
spoke quietly but there was a menace 
ii his voice tbar instantly sobered 
the young fellow. Tremblmg, the 
son followed the father 
room. The door closed What fol- 
lowed was told me by b 

had raked up courage 

creep into the hallway and listen out- 
side the door. 

"So. You are a thief. You ha.e 
stolen twenty pounds from your own 
father to waste on that worthless 
liancer." 

"No, father." 

"What! You would lie to me. 
Good.for.nothing pig, are tic> 

son of mine. I am going to Kill 

'"'he daughter crouching at the 
door «a, too horrified to move. She 



heard ber half.b.othei pleading tor 1 

his life. She heard het father shotit 1 

1,;= son Then old de , ; 
curses at his son. .i. 

Tours suddenly whimpered. l 

•Do not die, my son, w-ith a lie ! 

on yon, lips. Tell tne the truth. | 

You took the money?" ' 

"Yes, fathet." : 

"After promising me to give up ; 

that harpy?" , j 

"But I did not spend it on her, | 

father." ; 

"Hal Then on whomt , 

"On a French girl who has come . 

10 dance at the Tivoh." j 

There was a long silence betore ' 

rhe old man spoke, very mildly. j 

"That is a diSetent matter, my ; 

.on. You are forgiven. But for the j 

[ome"to me™d you'sh'ali hav'e what- | 

ever can be aifotded. Now tell me , 

. what i. she like? • • • ■" l 

Widiin five muiutes the daughter - 

heard her father la.r.bing heartily, i 

as young Pierre in a low tone gave ; 

him his confidences. u A i 

Hottense went quietly back to bed < 
The duig.r was past. There would 
be no murder. 



t 




flilff ontlie 
OCfflO fLOOfi 




MARIE J, FANNING. 

A WOMAN .nd h„ small d.ugt 
'" />; close togerfier on the 
W, deck. Aei, l,„i ,■ t , 
ckpsed. Near il„ wire n™ men 
a schoolboy, three women They all 
wore holiday clodtes. for fr wL " ^ 
seaside-bound ferry. In the fot'ard 
cabin drere were many people. A 
man sat ividi hts back to the wall hi- 
leading glasses testing on his nose 
and a newspapet on his tnees. Two 
young girl, of seventeen or eighteen 
wete in , httle group with two boys 
ol the same age. One of the boys 
had a nkelele on bis knee and b', 
acin was around the gi,l nen to him. 
there were young women, elderly 
women, businessmen on ' holiday, 
dti dren. A m„ ... wid, his g„S 
watch in his hand, but he wasn't 
loofcing at tte time. No one was 
mowng or speafcing or seeing. All 
these people were dead. 

The ferry in two jagged, twisted 
sections, rested on the bottom of the 
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Rescuing the "GrcvcJilfe- dead nas 
"nly one of many underseaa Johs 

"ca. It had been sudden. First, die 
mighty mipact, the sound of tearing 
j.nd grinding as the ferry was cut in 
l^alf, then its unbelievably swift di.,- 
appearance beneath the water 
_ Th.. was the tragic sinking of the 
Gteychffe," m Sydney harbour in 
1927 after it had been sttucfc by 
tilt liner, "Tahiti." There were sur- 
vivors. Passengers jumped from the 
decks before the vessel went down 
and .ume of them managed to float 
or swim until they were picked up 
by the rescue boats that hurriedly 
put out from the mainland But 
tlicre had been no escape for those 
trapped in the cabins nor for those 
who had only just readied the decks 
as the ship went under. 

Although it is over twenty years ' 
since the Gteychife" tragedy. Bill 
Harris, one of the two divers sent 
down to recover the bodies of these 
people within a few hours of die 
disaster, has never forgotten the grim 



iKilurgettable scene that awaited 
lh.Tr, 

Now 76-ycars-oid and living m 
guict retirement after 40 strenuous 
Sues of diving, Mr. Harris says that 
1^ "Greycliffe" job was the most 
Kve-wiacbins; of anv he tackled. Ir 
two full days to get all die 
Bdies clear. 

■To be a successful diver, a man 
ffiiist be stronff and healthy, have 
Kbod powers of endurance, and he li, 
m necessity, a jack-of-most tradt^. 
^he averaee lite of a diver is not 
n long one, frequently his lungs ate 
permanentlv affected by the constant 
pressure of the watet in which he is 
immer'jed. Bill Hacris, however, has 
shattered medical theories and statis- 
tic by his obvious good health and 
•robustness after so many years of 
jcontinual diving. 

' Hatri-i did not become a diver utit.I 
he was 26. He started work at 13 
in a Newcastle coahninc, but at 20 
he went to Queensland and spent 
six years doing odd jobs in labouring 
and carpentering. While working on 
a bridge over die Fitzroy River, 
Harri-! was "dared" into becoming a 
diver- The ensmeet ui charge was 
worried because the diver he had en- 
gaged had not arrived. The work 
had to go on, so he called for volun- 
-rs. No one seemed anxious to go 
to the water. He asked Harris, 
'-tris said, "No. 
After the engineer had left diem. 
Sherry, Harris's mate said; 

"Gawn, you're scared. Why don't 
you try it?" 

Harris didn't hesitate. He went 
after the engineer. 

"All right, I'll do it," he told 
him. "But only on the condition 
that Sherry goes down first." 



Sherry w.nt fust, but he didu i 
like it- Hatris went down and by 
die time he came up again he had 
made up his mind he was going to 
be a diver. Harris dien jomed the 
Maritime Services Board in Sydney 
pnd worked with diis body until his 
retirement at 65. 

A diver know.1 that danger lucks 
the bottom of the sea. Every 
time he descends mto the watety 
depths, he wonders lusc how close it 
will come to him and m what fotm. 
It might be a ferocious hah, a jagged 
rock or a tantrled lifeline, His only 
protection i' hts own wariness and a 
long, shatp-pointcd spcat. 

Harris has had many escapes, some 
ot them bordetmg so close to disaster, 
ihat his diving mates gave him the 
n'me of "Lucky Bill Harris." 

^t one time he had gone down 
from a small vessel anchored near 
North Head in Sydney Harbour to 
recover ^ section of pipe. The tide 







w 1 H 1 d I I 


.(■iited 


the pipe and was abuu, „. □,b," 


il for 


a rope when he saw an enoi 




J, PP 1 I t 


111 16 


fe^r l„ leifth. Harris knei 


N W 


hadn't time to get to the so 


itface. 


so he stayed wheie he was. 


The 


shatk came neater, stating a 


1 the 


d 




V^^ , m""ip"t It hesitated, 


, then 



swam slowly past him.. L wasnt 
a oleasant expetience, but a few 
St d 1 H 1 d g U d ( 
the rope to continue his work. 
■<Y~. dooV think too hard about 

d E a 1 1 > E 

job to Jo." Harris said. -I on have 
a narrow shave, but youve just got 
t„ lorget about it." 

A portion of Darlmg Harbour was 
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being cleared with a gcab-dredge a 
few years ago. Harris was in charge 
of operations below the surface. As 
lie stooped to shift some rubble,' the 
dredge came too close and cut the air- 
pipe from his helmet. Harris was 
blocked to the ground, but he man- 
aged to roll over and pick tip the 
end of pipe. This he held into posi- 
tion on his helmet and pulled himself 
to his feet. He signalled for his line 
to be pulled up, but it had slackened 
and become entangled with the 



dredge. The 


tiiiaiigicu w 


irn tne 
received. 


Harris kne 




nly one 


chance for hin 


- He hung 


1 to the 


pipe, loosenec 


the air-valve 


on his 


helmet to inc 


ease the flow 


of air, 


and blew hims 


elf to the surf 


ace like 








A diver's w 

affair. f-T** An 


ardrobe is a 


weighty 



affair. He dons first a suit of blan- 
ket flannel weighing 7 lbs. Leads with 
a total weight of 48 lbs. are then 
attached to his chest and back to keep 
bim on his feet and to lower him 
mto the water. His corselet and 
helmet weigh 21 Ihs. and his boots 



35 lbs. When a diver disappears in- 
to the water, he is carrying just on 
1 cwt. oi gear and clothing, 

A ^in. diameter life-line is con 
nected from the diver's helmet to a 
3-cy(mder pump above the surface, 
and the pressure of air pumped is at 
die rate of half a pound per square 
inch to every foot of watei 

Wheie the depth of water is not 
too gteat, divers can stay for lengthy 
periods under the water. Harris and 
other divers have worked continu- 
ously for eighteen hotirs repairing 
pontoons at the ferry wharves in Syd- 
ney with only fifteen minute breaks 
in every uvo hours. They would be 
■11 lOft. of water. With a depth of 
60 to 100 feet, a diver must come to 
the surface gradually and in several 
stages, because of the heavy pressure. 
He sometimes takes 30 to 60 minutes. 

Bill Harris said the most spectacu- 
lar under- water scenery he came 
across was in the vicinity of Neilson's 
Point. Here the water is clear above 
a rocky bottom. There are deep 
gorges with a drop of 25 or 30 feet. 



feet in width, and with i 
owth covering the high 



measuring 6 ft. aci 
and extending 10 c 
3 plentiful here 



all a 



■ 12 feet. Fish 
, and whenever be 
1, Harris was able 
b put his spear to good use Once 
le speared a 24 lb. jew fish. On 
ifciother occasion he came across a 5tt. 
shark asleep between two rocks. 

A wide variety of articles has been 
recovered by Diver Harris from the 
floor of the sea. Among them liavc 
been anchors, timber, purses and 
jewellery, cases of whisky and suit- 
cases. Some years ago he was going 
down to recover a punt-load of tun- 
ber in Black Wattle Bay, when a 
man approached him and said he had 
lost a full set of false teeth neat the 
wharf tliree weeks before. Harris 
,..-,=„'t too hopeful of finding them, 
e agreed to look. He searched 
and neat the wharf for ten 



eerh. 



urgent call 
to Cook's 



and when he came up he had 

orked with the police 
ions. He received an 
day to bring his gear 



The police 



waiting when he got there. A man 
suspected of being the trag-leader in 
a large scale note forgery, had been 
chased along the river bank. Before 
the police could catch up with him, 
he had taken something 
pocket and thrown it into 



" Har 



however, 
from hi! 
the wate 
groping aro 
him, he wa; 
plate that 
printing of the 
Although he 



.ind the spot indie 
able to retrieve th 
had been used 



and by 
Lted to 



lill Harris is 
is asked fre- 
quently for his recipe for a long 
and healthy life. His reply never 

"""''Good living and plenty of beer," 
he says with a grin. 
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UNCIE MIKE BOWS OUT 

Boxing wen* klfe-high. made millions o( dollars, Un.Ie Mika went «ilh ii. 



THE career, of Phineas T. Bamm 
and Michael Strauss Jacobs are 
separated by almost a centucy, but in 
tfie case of eacb, tbe pattern of life 
was woven widi ballyhoo; but where 
it took Batnum a couple of fortunes 
to earn the title of the World's 
Greatest Showman, Uncle Mike 
gained tlie distinction without even 
approacliing nodding acquaintance- 
ship with the bailiff. 

For Jacobs, in addirion to being a 
genius of promotion, learnt manj' a 
long year ago that it takes exactly 
100 cents to make a dollar, and the 
knowledge has remained with him 
even though his promotion ventures 
run into a figure comparable with 
the Australian National Debt. Mike, 
with Tex Rickard, is regarded as the 



co-parent of the Million Dollar Gate, 
and, also like Tex, much of his 
success lias been due to an uneannv 
ability to recognise boxing talent in 
embryo; as Rickard was to Dempsey, 
Jacobs has been to Louis. 

No one is more aware of this than 
Mjke himself— a consciousness that 
probably prompted him to announce 
last January that he would retire 



r the I 



from boxing promotion afn 
turn Louis-Walcott bout. 

"Joe and I," he said, "i 
to bow out together." 

It is almost impossible 
about Mike Jacobs without menuon- 
ing Rickard, for it is generally agteed 
that Jacobs was the financial genius 
behind Rickard's successes. 

The two men first met when Tex, 



going 
talk 



in an effort to advertise the mush- 

■ room town of Goldfield in Nevada, 
outwitted the boxing entrepreneurs 

Uf the day by staging the sought- 
liiftei: Gans and Nelson bout. A 
Inovice in the promotion field, he 
Kallyhooed the match so ably that 
S.the gate receipts created a record for 
fa boxing match up to that time; and 
[Mike, already possessed of a liking 
rfor boxing and a still greater love of 
[ lucre, saw b- Tex's methods an op- 
f.portunity to add to his even then 
'.considerable fortune. They became 
I firm friends, and between them pco- 
I' moted four boxing events in which 
[he customers contributed over one 
I million dollars for the privilege of 
I witnessing title bouts. In each, the 
I magnet was Dempseyj his opponents 
'i being Carpentier, Firpo, and Tunney, 
the latter twice. 

When Rickard died in 1930, he 
' left behind two very tangible monu- 
ments to his otganising ability — the 
mighty Madison Square Garden, and 
Mike Jacobs. 

The Garden, caught in the depres- 
sion, failed to prosper, but Mike 
Jacobs cannily rode the storm until 
the arrival of better days. Mike's 
success has not been the result of a 
college education, for schooling was 
a strictly incidental feature of his 
youdi. One of 10 children, his 

■ parents were German-Jewish immi- 
L grants who witli complete ignorance 

of Irish danism, took op residence 
in a part of New York that was 
traditionally reserved for exiles from 
the Ould Sod. 

The youthful Jacobs was conse- 
quently early indentured to the 
itteet-fighting game, and althotigh it 
"is not recorded that he achieved out- 
standing success in this field, it is 



certain that the activity bred in him 
a certain initiative that has been 
helpful in his later career. 

He went to work for a boss as 
soon as he was legally able to leave 
school, and. because it worried him 
to realise that for every" pound he 
earned his boss earned many more, 
he decided to become the exclusive 
owner of his own energies. He 
started by selling tickets to the 
Coney Island sideshows— not, how- 
ever, at the recognised points of dis- 
posal, but at subway entrances in 
New York City. Rival vendors, 
mad at thus being forastallcd, sought 
municipal protection, and an edict 
was issued that dckets hencefotward 
must be issued only from booths. 

Mike overcame this obstacle by 
equipping his staff with portable 
booths of light cardboard. This 
innov.ation not only heat the edict, 
but enabled his sellers to make a 
quick getaway from rivals who be- 
lieved in more direct methods than 
municipal conttoL 

Next, he secured catering rights at 
Coney Island, and such was the 
appetite of pleasure-seekers that 
when Jacobs was still on die right 
side of 30, he was reputedly sitting 
behind over half a million dollars. 
But ticket broking was still in his 
blood, and he had learnt, further- 
more, that the average New Yorker 
was keener on seeing any spectacle 
when tickets were apparently impos- 
sible to secure. Thus, by buying up 
m.ost of the tickets for sporting and 
theatrical functions, he was able to 
raise their prices to a point where 
diey became eminently desirable to 
the masses. He supplied a new ver- 
sion to this large-scale ticket scalp- 
ing years later when, havbg taken 
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i control of the Madison 
Square Garden, he, as Mike Jacobs 
of the Garden sold the most advan- 
tageous seats to Mike Jacobs, ticket 
-broker, so that even the earliest- 
comers were unable to secure entry 
except at greatly inflated prices. 

He is proud of the fact that he 
once sold fot £1,000 a pair of seats 
fot the opera season which he had 
bought earlier for £200. 

His debut as a boxing promoter 
was in 1935 when he secured the 
right to put on for charity a con- 
test betiveen Barney Ross and Billy 
Pettolle. This annual charity bout 
is considered to be one of the choicest 
ptomotional tit-bits, for the trustees 
of the chatity are broadmmded 
enough to realise that no man can 
produce such artistic extravaganza 
without certain promotional expenses. 

The only flaw in the arrangement, 
as far as Jacobs was concerned, was 
that he lacked a stadium at which 
to stage the contest. Then was born 
the Twentieth-Cent uty Sporting 
Club an organisation in which shares 
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ate held exclusively by Michael 
Strauss Jacobs, and the offices of 
which were for some rime under 
Jacobs' hat. The club secured the 

Mike, never a man to spoil a show 
for die sake of a dollar, ensured the 
success of the contest by temporarily 
engaging, also, the only other two 
stadia m the vicinity at which com- 
petitive events might be held. 

Later, he moved on to the New 
York Hippodrome, where he pro- 
moted boxing, wrestling, toller and 
ice skating, tennis, hockey, and 
musical shows. His ambition, ob- 
viously, was to bteak the monopoly 
held by the Garden on such events. 

In the meantime, with that uncanny 
fiair for picking winners, he had 
signed up a fighter whom he had 

later -to become the greatest money- 
earner in the history of boxing. 
The fighter was Joe Louis. 
It was the astute Jacobs who 
linagled Louis into his world's cham- 
pjonship by refusing to recognise 
Schmelling's prior right to meet 
Braddock — a bit of skull druggery 
that sent the German home in a huff, 
to gain recognition by most of the 
European countries as the champion. 
It was Jacobs who outfoxed those 
same coimtries, when they had almost 
completed arrangements for a title- 
fight betiveen Schmelling and Tommy 
Farr, by offering the Englishman 
double the inducement to box Louis 
for the ritle in America. It was 
Jacobs, too, who was most morti- 
fied, apart from Louis, when the 
German temporarily robbed the 
Bomber of his glamor by defeating 
him at their first meeting; and it was 
in keeping with the Jacobs' luck 



^ihat Joe became a bigger drawcatd 
than ever when in their return match, 
the German was amiihilated in the 
i jirst round. 

In short, what Rickard had pcr- 
Hormcd for Dempsey, Jacobs had 
; for Louis. 
Tough as an antagonist as he is 
' I the promotional field, the sharp- 
sed, gimlet-eyed Jacobs is con- 
flldeted to be an easy "touch" by 
I ^jf; erstwhile boxers and trainers down on 
^.ibeir luck. But he never gives 
inoney, merely lends it — and the man 



who doesn't kick back gets no more 
loans. , 1 S.1 

Mike Jacobs lives unpretentiously 
with his wife, and has no hobbies, 
except promoting fights for money, 
keeping dogs, and following the 
career of Joe Louis. 

The latter hobby is probably the 
one on which he is these days keenest; 
that is why, perhaps, he and Joe 
will bow out together. When this 
happens, one of the colorful leaders 
of sport will become a legend. 
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Soldiers going Into battle were mid- 
wife for an enemy child's delivery. 

"YOU city slickers make me tired," 
trumpeted Dave, slamming his 
schooner down on die table with a 
controlled violence which ahnost spil- 
led the few remaining drops. "You 
talk as if us coimtry blokes are a 
bunch of morons that don't even 
know the facts of life. Where dVoii 
get this know-all stuff from — stand- 
ing in queues for smokes? Ai5y 
cow-cocky could run tings round you 
if it came to dealing with a really 
Vital problem!" 

As the innocent retailer of the 
"Dad and Dave" libel which had 
provoked this outburst, Shorty 
twirled his glass and looked uncom- 
fortable. Other members of the ■ 
gang drifted over and joined the 
group, scenting a liglit or a stocj'. 
The Professor straightened up in his 
chair. 



CEDRIC MENTIPLAY. 
"An interesting assertion," he said 
mildly, "You maintain, Dave, that 
the countryman is the real sophisti- 
care. Can you produce evidence to 
support your case?" 

Dave relaxed. His easy going grin 
spread again over his large red face. 
"My oath I can," he declared. "And 
for that last crack of his, die drinks 
are on Shorty." 

Well, as you know, began Dave, 
I did my hitch with the Kiwis, and 
with a northern battalion at that. 
Most of those blokes knew more tlian 
the average office boy or counter 
jumper ahout which end of a cow 
gets up first; but as a typical yokel 
■ one was outstanding. 

He was large, awkward, and slow- 
moving, and he used to wander round 
swinging his army boots as if they 
weighed a ton ot carried a load of 
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and his embarrassed 
marked him for atten- 
pain-in-the-neck of a 
who was one of the 



kind, 
best a 



lumbered through 
I couple of moves behind 
: platoon, was to put on a Simple 
Bilnon grin and plod around in front 
; hanging onto the handles of 
\ imaginary plough, and bellowing, 



i. One foot in 
i funny, too, if 
V'.you went for that sort of tiling. 

After a few repetitions, our rawest 
Brecruit was permanently dubbed 
»«Cocky." His full name was" some-" 
Wwhere in the records, of course; but 

to forget 
time the African show was finished 
L, and the Italian schemozzle was well 
^'under way Cocky official handle 
Bliad been lost in history. Strangely 
• enough, nobody seemed to like this 
7 more than Cocky. 

It was getting along towards the 
winter of '44 when we cracked 
th tough Rimini and out into the 

Elains. We thought we were right, 
ut the weather beat us. The little, 
;t!eeply ditched Italian fields turned to 
1 black, treacly mud in which the 
:anb bellied down and the four- 
wheel drive jobs sank to both differ- 
, cold, cutting wind came 
■howling in from the Adriatic, bring- 
with it soaking, horizontal sheets 
lin. With Jerry contesting every 
ditch, it looked as if we would be 
there till the spring. 

On one such lousy day. Cocky and 
a cobber were clumping across a 
sodden field with die tain beating on 



their tin hats snd gas capes. They 
were on a plonk-hunting expedition, 
but I think Cocky had organised it 
just to enjoy the homely feel of six 
inches of goo clinging to his boot 
soles. 

Suddenly they iieard a moaning 
noise coming from under a hedge- 
row. Huddled in a ditch, and get- 
ling what protection she could from 
the weather, was the shapeless form 
of a woman. She was speechless, 
but her white face was contorted with 
pain. Drawing dieir evidence from 
scattered shell holes m the paddock, 
the boys teached for their field, 
dressings and leaped into action. 



dior 



mony in an emergency. 

"Hell!" exploded Cocky, "This 
ain't a jerry job! The signora's 
gonna have a fam'l)' — right here and 
now, by the look of it! She cer- 
tainly picked a crook time!" 

The other Dig, a city tpye, turned 
white about the gills, A shell- 
.■■plinter wound had no terrors for 
him — but diis was something again. 

"Wha— I'll run for die doc," he 
stammered. "We've got to do some- 
thing! Get her under cover! She 

"Pipe down!" commanded Cocky. 
"There's no time fot that. Family's 
on the way. Give us your gas-cape." 

"But — but — " gasped the city man, 
struggling out of his cape. 

"It's over to us," said Cocky 
calmly, "I don't know much about 
women, but I've helped things along 
in lambing season, and calving. Prin- 
ciple's the same. Give us a hand 
with 'et, and slip this gas cape under- 
neath. Can't dtop the little blank 
in the mud!" 
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DISILLUSION 

I sought a prize before my heort 
And lived in high ambition's 
Of cherished hopes for thosi 

When destiny would robe desi 

While the foir years in swift t 
Each day awoltened brighter 
Until my mind the glovfing pi 

More radiont fhon my 



's lantosy 
s in gold. 



■uld e 



vish w 



jnted. I 



r behold, 
s fraught 



Vith disappointment and resentful ire 
t my long waiting such an end bad brought, 
Unlike the one that set my youth »Dn fire : 
e that I I 





Despite the rain whicli pattered 
on the uppermost cape, and the wind 
which howled through the hedgerow, 
die delivery wen: through quite 
smoothly. The woman was a healthy 
young peasant type, and was able 
to help the amateur midwives quLte 
a bit once the early pains were over. 
Nevertheless both Kiwis were sweat- 
ing profusely when at last Cocky 
straightened up gingerly holding a 
small red yelling forb. 

"A teal lirtle Miisso," he com- 
mented. "Got 'is trap open before 
'e knows what it's all about. Don't 
blame 'm though. Now for shelter 
and the Uoc," 

Both were obtained in short orde 
though the shelter was merely 
stone barn. The unit doctor co 
gratulated Cocky on his performanc 
though he shuddered a little whf 
he heard of Cocky's previous e 
perience in the field of midwifery. 
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But the farmer was not at all happ)' 
about diings. 

"We got responsibilities," he 
dated. "The little bloke has to have 
a fait go. I'll see the boys about 

He need not have worried. Find- 
ing that the advance was halted, the 
Diatoon plunged into the foster-father 
business. Very soon mother and 
ciiild were comfortably installed in a 
battered villa at a nearby beach re- 
irt, and willing Kiwis were foraging 
ir and wide for suitable furniture 
und rations. 

From the grateful mother the boys 
leatned that her husband had taken 
off with true Italian promptitude 
when the shells started coming in, 
and was last seen heading north at 
high speed. Of three houses once 
owned by this once prosperous couple 
not one had survived the bombard- 
ment. The mother took everything 



ivi.h the stoical calm of Italian 
ivomenfolk. 

The hunt was on. A general des- 
cription of die defaulting husband 
■ IS circulated throughout the Divi- 
jn, with instructions rhat if found 
J was to be returned in .serviceable 
indition to Visetba. Gifts, includ- 
''ing a magnificent streamlined peram,- 
hulator, poured in. It was soon 



mam that the youngster's 
fadicrs numbered thousands. 
An ancient hag was foun^ lu 
nutse, but her standards of clean- 
liness were soon questioned by a 
committee of married experts from 
phe platoon. She was demoted to 
janitor, and the boys took over. 

When a few days later the platoon 
moved on, its task was willingly taken 
over by the incoming unit. Cocky 
[was nervous as a cat imtil he had 

!' assured himself that the newc 
knew their responsibility. Hi 
relieved to find that a fellow fat 
one Stevie, from Waiuku, immedi 
took over the leadership of the 
team of foster-fath^''' 
Stevie, who 



rewarded, however, by the sight of as 
tough a bunch of fighting men as 
you could find in the Kiwi Division 
acting as nursemaids to die lord of 
the manor. It was even money they 
would find the sergeant, a hard-bit- 
ten 'diirty-niner, pumping the primus 
while the corp, an M.M. and twice 
wounded, argued the toss with a 
couple of recent reinforcements who 
were family men about the efficiency 
of condensed milk and army biscuit 
as a body-builder. 

Enthusiastic washermen had the 
usual strings of white bunting flying 
which signify the presence of the 
Boss. The mother spent most of 
her time sitting in an armcliair on the 
' ' " zed, grate- 



ful, and 

posed th 
though 



; for the safi 



It V 



of 



rally sup- 

:ourse of 
: been 



bit of a rough 
r'diamond and a dangerous man in an 
[.argument, beseiged the nearest civil 
administration centre for meat, milk, 
■flnd baby food. Another committee 
[bf married men was formed which 
idecreed 'suitable exercise for mother 
land child and drew up a raster of 
Matigues for food preparation. 
Y Visitors from all over the area were 



B^eryone brought something along as just insid 
^ift and admission fee, the young- ged back 



1 had a supply of fc 
Band toys enough to fit o 
Those who dropped i 



,d suffi 
kindet' 



the lady was : 

Its she would havf 
: fields long before. 
Cocky, pounding back down the 
road in a borrowed jeep every time 
he could be spared from the water- 
logged ditches along the Rubicon that 
were the front, was always an hon- 
oured guest. He would spend hours 
discussing the ptoblems of father- 
hood, and soon the youngster became 
known throughout the Division as 
"Cocky's kid," 

At last the search for the husband 
bore fruit. Following a slender 
lence, a party tracked 
the village of Bellaria, 
r lines. He was drag- 
too gently, and handed 
to the security people who gave 
him a thorough grilling. Among 
other things, he admitted that he 
had been a tailor of sorts before pros- 
perity overtook him. 
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That was enough for Scevie. A 
quick search of the neighbourhood 
produced a sewing machine. That, 
and a large sign outside the villa 
"Tailoring done here" put the man 
back in business, H'hich thrived as a 
belated issue of battledress signalled 
the official beginning of winter. 

Now that would have been the 
end of the story had not the mother 
decided it was high time that her off- 
spring was christened. Now as I 
said before, she was very grateful 
to Cocky, and probably shared the 
low opinion the boys had of thf be- 
haviour of het spouse. One day, 
soon after he had arrived on a tour 
of inspection, she dropped it on him. 

Would the signer consent to have 
his name bestowed on die baby? 

Well, that was another matter 
altogether. It was one thing to 
extend the common benefits of 
human sympathy to a poor victim 
of circumstances, but another matter 
altogether to go so far as bestowing 
a good New Zealand name upon a 
child who was an enemy ahen with 



M commenj i, („ „), 
expect that it had been a keen em- 
barrassment, if not a downright nuis- 
"^his did not deter us, how- 
ever, ii-i>m advising Cocky that he 
gracefully and gratefully 
;i'-cRiu [i:e honour. 

"■Hell no!" exploded Cocky in 
MuicK.M surprise. Before anyone 
could stop him he had hurdled into his 
jeep and was heading north again 
for the lines and the comparative 
safety of spandau and nehelwerfer. 
Not in the next few days did he 
uuw iiiiy .sijins or rcturnmH. 

The tL-ne for the christening drew 
near, but interrogation of Cocky's 
cobbers failed to reveal a clue. A 
search of the pay roll showed initials 
only, which were not of much help. 
It was Dlain that Cocky, while per- 
fectly happy with his nickname, bad 
his own reasons for wanting his 
Christian name forgotten. At last 
Scevie took action, aiid headed north. 

"Look here. Cocky," he said firmly, 
confrancing the defaulter in a stone 
cellar which was serving as section 
strongpoint. "I don't know what 
crime you've conmiitred, but I want 
that name. For the honour of the 
show, you've got to come across. 
If you don't, I'll see youc skipper, 
and get it that way." 

"Oh, hell," gulped Cocky, hang- 
ing his head. His ears and the back 
of his neck slowly turned a dusky 
red. "Next rime I guess I'll call 
the Doc. Iti— gulp— it's 'Oscar!" 

Stevie whooped off back to the 
township in high glee, and die fol- 
lowing day die baby (poor kid) was 
officially christened Oscat Kiwi 
Mauriello in the battered church of 

"Well frankly, I don't reckon 



32. CAVALCADE, May, 194B. 



u've proved your case," said 
otty, getting in before the Pro- 
.soc as die story finished. "Cer- 
inly this Cocky bloke did a good 
b in the first place — but what a 
iieless clot he turned out to be after 
"! Nobody but a country bumpkin 
uld go to all that trouble to dodge 

Well, diat's a matter of opinion in 
y circle; 'but it remains a fact — 
d an understandable fact to me — 
that Cocky did go to just as much 
trouble as that. And I wouldn't be 



the one to suggest or agree that he 
was to be accurately described as a 
"country bumpkin." But the Pro- 
fessor had a final thought. , 

"That may be so. Shorty," com- 
mented the Professor. "But here's 
a strange thing. As treaiurei ot the 
club, I've just been checkmg over 
the enrolment forms, and I see that 
one or two members have put their 
initials only where we ask for full 
names. See, here is one. Ah — whal 
did you say your Christian names 
were, Shorty?" 



THE WORLD AT ITS WORST 




yffED PERLE-i' WErit To THE: SftLR M1P5UMWER. 
DAilCE M fHE COUfJ'TRV -CLOB ONW Or< IME COHDltiOK 

fhiR-r COULD am earlv, BUf wwrvJifH spehpins 

AH HOUR OR TWO "TRs'lHlfl To LOOiTE HIS CfiR.MP ftrJCrfriER, 
CoilPlE OF mtiRb WAlTitte FOR CAR& fo THiH OliT' A LlfllE SO HE 

ato HOVE, HE Was mHib the lust To ser away suwas 
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a s s i n g 




e n t e n c e s 



Ski-ing is a sport that people leam in several sittings. 

There is no wholly satisfactory substitute for brains, but silence does 
pretty well. 

"Rooms to Rent" ad.: Lady, furnished bed-sitting room, kitchenette, 
fast as possible, separate entrance. 

Overheard: It's all there in his expense account, down in black and 
blonde. 

The modern girl is one who'd rather be well formed than well informed. 
The difference between a prejudice and a conviction is that you can 
explain a conviction vvithout getting mad. 

Adolescence: The period in which children begin to question the 
answers. 

A politician is one who thinks of the next election; a statesman is one 
who thinks of the next generation. 

Gold: A metal men dig out of holes for dentists and governments 
to put back in. 

The road ro success is full of women pushing their husbatids along. 
Friends: Two women mad at the same person. 

A woman looks on. a secret in two ways; either it is not worth keeping, 
or it is too good to be kept. 

Business for sale ad.: Health food manufacturer, business established 
over 20 years. Reason, ill health. 

It's not the number of persons per square mile that counts, it's the 
number of square persons pet mile. 

Radio; An advertisement with knobs. 



View from ci Hill-l-op pleasingly posed 
tJniversal- Interna tianoi's Martha Stewart. 
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ALWAYS PAYS 



"Now wbai' am I offered for chis 
fine BpecLraen of Currency woman- 
hood? Born and bred in tkis 
country, she waa. Twont)'- eight 
ye-arE old and sound in tootii and 
limb. Look her over, men. Who'll 
buy?" 

There wag a certain amount of 
^^dtement in old Sydney's Eocks 
nrca when this announcement was 
made one fine summet's day in De- 
cember, 1 825 . A man named Mar- 
tin Wheeler had placed a halter 
around the neck of his wife, Mary 
Wheeler, and had led her 



rhe : 



ehen 



red her 



1 the highes'j bidder. 
"But a man can't sell his wife 
like that." said one of the Sterling 
women, recently arrived in the 
colony. 4 

"Oh, yes ho can," she was told. 
"That's the way he divorces her." 

"Well, IVe never heard the like," 
the Sterling woman said. 

"This is not England, you know," 
a Currency lass told her. "This 
is New South Wales. In fact, it's 
The Rocks. We do chings differ- 
ently hereabouts." 

"Now she's a ■fine lass," Martin 
Wheeler told his .ludicncc. "A 



u'U look a 



u'll 5 



and said, "Mind you, let none of 
you men take me Mo cheaply," and 
it was this show of wii that started 
the bidding in earnosd. 

"One shilUng," waa bid by an 
old man. 

"Come on, you can do bef^r 
Chan that," Martin Wheeler told 
him. 

"I won't be an old man's darl- 
ing," cried Mary. She singled 
out a taO sailor from the crowd 
and addressed him, "You'll bid wo 
shillings, won't you?" 

"I'll bid four, and if you're a 
shrew, I'll tame you," the sailor 
said, coming forward. He held 
the money in a fist the size of a 
young pumpkin. Mary Wheeler 
admired the fine tattooing on his 
arms, and the breadth of his chest. 

'"Done, then," said Martin 
Wheeler, caking the money and at 

from Mary's neck. "Good-bye, 
Maty," he said. "I'm a free man, 
and you'te a free woman." 

But the judge who some months 
later tried Mary Wheeler on a 
charge of bigamy did not take 
this same view of the matter. Mary's 
nlen that she had bcnn divorced 
from her husband moved him not 
St all. It was necessary, the judge 
said, for people of the class the 



She 



1 bold, 



ind ther 



"1 bi,l two 
he crowd shot 

Maty Wheeler's eyes flashed, and 
hen she laughed with the crowd 



place of correction. As far as 
the records show, her husband Mar- 
tin received no punishment. It was 
a man's world in Sydney in 1826. 



HE HATED LIKE 

HIS FATHER 

A. traditional enemy of his fantily was 
dying — Andreas had fo save him. 
■i^ RODERICK THEW. 



"pROM the facing hillside across 
the valley, little puffs of smoke 
went out and hung like feathers in 
the still sunlight. At the same time 
the bullets from the tifles spattered 
into the ground where Andreas was 
lying on his belly, and little showers 
of sand and chips of rock rose and 
fell. 

Andreas laughed. The party men 
had been lying on the hillside for 
a day and a night, trying ro take 
the village. Now it was morning 



again, and they were still there. 

There was nothbg new about thb. 
As the day wore on the party men 
would crawl through the hills and 
around and behind tlie village, and 
there would probably be hand to hand 
fighting when the sun went down. 
It was part of living on the border, 
high in the mountains. It was tradi- 

Andreas and fiis men had got out 
of the village into ambush as soon 
as they knew of the raid. They had 



3S. CAVALCADE, May, 1943, 




was fencing desperately against 
great, wide-sliouldered 

n holding them, but they didn't 
DW for how long, 
rhe attack had stopped. Lying 
re on the side of the steep, 
■se-covered hill, Andreas thought 
the only things he knew, the diings 
It always happened among those 
lis from the dawn of time. Pre- 
itly he thought of John, and of 
[in's family. 



He remombered, when he was a 
boy, his fatbet and uncle were teach- 
ing him to use an old, long-nosed 
Turkish rifle. They had been 
sprawled on their belly on the hill- 
side above a road, just as he was 
sprawled now, waiting for the 
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ra.ders. Only that day Andreas fcad 
been boasting in a boyish way that 
he couJd hit a moving target, and his 
uncle and his father were laughing at 

Just then a man came round the 
bend of the road, riding down the 
road on a good horse, and Andreas 
had said, "I coi.ld hit that." 

His uncle laughed and said, "Oh, 
but he's only moving slowly," 

His father said, "You can try if 
you like; it's old Anapolous." 

Something made Andreas go cold 
when he heard that name, boy though 
he was. Anapolous was a family he 
had been taught to hate from 
cradle days. To hit old Anapo- 
lous was mote dian targec prac- 
tice; it was part of the life 
and tradition of a family — his 
family, and its long feud. He raised 
the rifle, steadied it, squeezed the 
trigger slowly, and wounded Anapo- 
lous in the arm. 

In the following years mote than 
one Anapolous bullet had clipped into 
the ground at Andrea's feet. The 
crease in his ear, where the lobe 
was half chewed away, was the 
nearest miss. For Anapolous' family 
and Andreas' family hated, hated 
long and strongly, and in a most 
practical way. Tiieir fathers had 
hated, and their grandfathers, and 
the honorable old men before them. 
And all of this came back to Andreas 
when he thought of John, because 
John was John Anapolous. 
The raiders began to fite again. 
Rrmg in the daylight. That 
meant they were strong in numbers. 
Andreas knew, just as he knew the 
names of the flowers, how these thmgs 
went. He knew that the people they 
had held in check might well be a 



small advance party. Their purpose 
would be to get men out into the 
hills, away from the village. 

Paulos crawled up through the 
grass and lay motionless beside 
Andreas. 

'Tt's^^all right in the village," he 
Bald. "They're covered down there. 
Half of our rifles lie on rooftops." 

Good," Andreas grunted. He 
sighted along the barrel of his rifle 
and fired a careful shot at the fcv- 
crowned head that came round a tod;. 
He couldn't see the result 

"There's a party holding the toad," 
Paulos said. "A strong party." 

Andreas lowered his rifle. "Good," 
he grunted again. 

"If we can hold the hill . . " 
Paulos said, and let his words die 
"We can," Andreas said. 
They lay there and waited, Andiens 
told Paulos something, and Paulos 
crawled away as silently as he had 
come. A few more shots from the 
.Riders chipped doivn' the hillside. 
Ihere was no answering fire. 

They kept lying there, silently. 
The sun grew hot. Presently the top 
of the hillside suddenly livened; the 
raiders, misled by tlie quietness, were 
coming down. They swarmed down, 
perhaps a hundred of them. Andreas 
blew his horn and jimiped up. All 
the defenders of the village jumped 
up, firmg their rifles and taking theii 
positions with fixed bayonets. 

The raiders went to ground and 
began to fire back. 

The action became too quick for 
one man's eye to see the detail, Bui 
presently die raiders and the village 
men were hand to hand, swords and 
bayonets flashing and ripping, and 
Andreas, a flesh wound burning his 
th'gh, a great hill bandit racing at 
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im, had no time to diink of John 
napolous, or anything else, escept 
ghting. 

It was like that unti! Andreas 
realised that he had nobody to attack. 
Then he looked around. He saw 
the raiders retreating up the hillside. 
And he saw John, 

John was a short man, and stocky. 
When Andreas saw him he was fenc- 
ing desperately against a great, wide- 
^ilouldered brigand. 

Down John's face was a great scar; 
the blood dripped from it as he 
fought. There was a rent in John's 
blouse, and around the tear was 

Andreas thrilled— thrilled that the 
bandits had been beaten, and that his 
enemy, John Anapolous, was being 
beaten and killed. 

The thrill died in a second. As 
quickly as that. Then, with a great 
bowl Andreas charged upon the two. 
The gigantic brigand swung his 
rifle in a wide circle, viciously, and 
Andreas stopped, crouched, wove for 
an opening, and went in under the 
rifle butt, a short knife gleaming 
in his hand. 

They engaged each other for a 
tiiiniite, Andreas and the raider; 
then John swung in, rocked on his 
feet, tripped, and went down. 

Andreas and the raider had the 
held to themselves; it seemed as 
though nobody in' the world was 
aware of them. They fought, parry- 
ing blows, panting their thoughts as 
they thrust with their daggers. 

The hill brigand met tactic with 
tactic— until Andreas had manoeuv- 
red himself onto a good footing. 
Then, in a sudden flurry of new 
activity, he sprang in and fastened 
himself to his adversary like a dog 



to the throat of a bull. Up and 
down his short knife flashed, once, 
again, three times, yet again. The 
great bulk of the brigand collapsed 
on the earth, and the hfe breath 
rushed out of his body with a mighty 
basso groan. 

Andreas stood up. 

The sweat dripped in beads from 
his forehead. There was blood all 
over him. His burning wound had 
ceased to burn, but the leg was be- 
ginning to stiffen. 

He bent over the still body of 
John Anapolous, his enemy. 

John's eyes met his. 

"Strange work for you, Andreas," 
he said, "to save my life." 

"Bab!" Andreas spat. "How 
could I let you die defending the 
village— there couldn't be a hero in 
the Anapolous family!" he swore. 

John's eyes gleamed. "Still the 
feud? Then kill me while I'm easy," 

Andreas picked him up without a 
word and carried him down the hill 
to the dusty road. His leg was 
stiff and he was limping with the 
weight of the burden. He hoped 
for a cart, for a horse to come along, 
for somebody to help him carry John 
Anapolous home. 

Near the village he paused and 
put John down, none too gently, in 
the wity grass by the roadside. 

John spoke again. "So our feud 
is forgotten, after all?" he asked, 
careful not to commit hhnself. 

"When you're well," Andreas 
said, "I'll kill you. When you're 
well and strong. When you're strong 
enough for a man of my family to 

That was the way it had always 
been, and it was that way now. 
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RAYMOND SLATTERY 



J£E looked beyond Vicki to her 
dressing-table, and saw tlie little 
glass dog laughing at him. Then he 
looked at Vicki again, and she was 
latiHiimj; 



Bentlcy Harden," 
a sing/r. An&vL 



said, "Bui 



lothing r 
She tut 



^ader and my o 
d back to the n 



looked cool and sweet and un- 
rtoubled, and he thought that if he 
hadn't known her so well he'd have 



ced of 1 



:rity. 



and stood behind her cb; 
hands on her shoulders, 
wiirm and satin-smooth, ai 
■. He said, "I'm not g( 



ir with his 
She was 
id he loved 
ling to lose 



'Of course you're not, darling." 
.me was looking in the mirror at him. 
.11.1 ftly, she said, "I'm strictly a one- 
man girl," 

Acting, always acting, he tliought. 
He caressed hec skin with long, sen- 
.in.ive fingers, and said, holding her 

e in the mirror, "Do you realise 

She hesitated for just a moment 
and dashed the little dog to ' 
flying fragments on the floor. 



He said, "Too bad I c 
Melbourne with you," 

He watched her keenly, but if the 
idea bothered her she didn't show ir. 
She shrugged her smooth shoulders, 
her face lit with the inevitable smile 
that brought out the blue of her 

"There's a husband for you!" slie 
said with mock resignation, "Too 
jealous to see a Melbourne trip in its 
true light, yet too busy with his old 
night club to come along and look 
after the wife he's so afraid of los- 




He got up and c 



sed the 
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/ A RESOLUTfON ON \ 

I ABLUTION. I 

\ Grandfather Jones, that hoary / 

) old gent, \ 

/ For soap had a fervent aver- \ 

\ And bot'hs he avoided till / 
i Grandma Jones \ 

/ Brought to bear her full right \ 

\ But now Grandpa sits alone in / 

/ For Granny has gone from \ 

\ And Grandpa is eighty ond / 

\ hearty and hole / 

/ Boyl Will Ho live to a ripe old \ 

I oge I 

I _ W.G.D. / 

how far a man like me will go to hold 
the woman, he loves?" 

She put up hec hands and took 
his wrists in them, and gently eased 
his fingers from her shoulders. 

"Pm on now, darling," she ad- 
monished. "I don't want to have to 
powder ray shoulders again." 

She patted his hands and got up 
from the chair. She kissed him light- 
ly on tlie cheek and moved, soft and 
graceful in her shimmering gown, to 
the door and out. 

The room was suddenly datk and 
cold without her, it seemed to hjm. 
Just like his life would be if he lost 
her. And he was going to lose her. 

He was going to lose her to Tommy 
Vann. He knew it. He could see it 
in the way Vanxi looked at her, in 
the way his smiling eyes caressed 
her. The way they'd be caressing her 
now, at this moment, he thought. He 
walked from the room and down a 
corridor to the big, crowded Orchid 

Vicki was singing at the micro- 
phone. Something slow and foolish- 



ly sentimental, the pain of it shming 
from her eyes and writhing in ex- 
qubite agony to the rhythm. She 
acted her songs, just like she acted 
her life, he thought. He had met, 
courted and married her before he'd 
found out that she acted all die time. 

In front of the band and to one 
side of the mike he saw Vann, grey- 
templed and tall, handsome in the 
shrewd, smooth way of his kind. His 
face was just one of a hundred men's 
faces turned towards Vicki, but you 
could read the same thoughts in most 
of them, Bentley Harden thought. 
Only, in Vann's face, it mattered. 
Because the others would forget 
Vicki as soon as she finished singing, 
while Tommy Vann would be seeing 
her again and again, lingering with 
his eyes full of yearning, exchang- 
ing little secret smiles with her the 
way Bentley had been watching him 
do for weeks. 

And in a few days he would be go- 
ing to Melbourne with her. True, it 
was only a three weeks season on a 
radio programme, Vicki and the band 
as a unit; but three weeks is a long 
time, the night club owner thought. 
Too long a time for Vicki to be away 
with Vann. The girl finished her 
song, and with the crowd calling for 
an encore Bentley Harden left the 
Orchid Room and walked slowly back 
to his wife's dressing-toom to think 
things out. It was quiet, back there. 

The little amber-coloured dog 
grinned at him from Vicki's dressing- 
table. He hated the thing. He hated 
it because Tommy Vann had given 
it to Vicki; but, more than that, it 
seemed to him that its silent laughter 
mocked him, was directed especially 
at him. And most of all, he hated 
it because Vicki loved it so. How 
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could anyone, even a woman, be so 
passionately fond of a silly inanimate 
piece of glass?— unless it was really 
I her love for die giver being showered 
on die gift. 

Curiously, all his hate was for 
f Tommy Vann. It had been welling 
up for weeks, and even though he 
thought that Vicki encouraged the 
I musician he had nothing but love for 
her. He wondered about that. May- 
be it was because he thought of her 
as a child, or something less than a 
child. She acted all die time, forever 
playmg one part or another, so that 
he felt she had no real self, no m- 
dividuality. Perhaps that was why 
he found it easy to heap die blame 
onto Vann. He thought of Vicki as 
a valuable possession, somediing that 
Vann was trybg to steal from him. 
If Vann wasn't around with his good 
looks and his smiling eyes, I'd be in 
no danger of losing her, he thought- 
He slumped into a chair, his pulse 
ditobbing strongly. That last thought 
had brought something into the light 
dragged it from the dark cortiers of 
his mind where iie U Deen iiramg it 
for so long. If Vann wasn't arourid. 
All right, lets face it, he thought. 
After all . . . it wasn't as if he hadn't 
warned the bandleader. 

He thought back, .re -living snatches 
of conversation that radiated grim 
warning on his own part, smiling 
denial on Vann's. 

.... "d'you really have tp keep 
Vicki from me so much. Tommy? 
What do I have to do to get my wife 
to myself— shoot you or something?'' 
"Sorry, boss. Got to have lots of 
co-ordination between singer and 
band, you know. Takes plenty of 
working out" ... 

Yes, Tommy would have been less 



than a half-wit if he'd failed to read 
the warning on such occasions. He'd 
been warned, but he'd ignored it. 

"I'll kill him," Bendey whispered 
to himself. "I'll kill him." 

Away in the Orchid Room the 
music stopped. The dressmg-toom 
was curiously quiet, and he waited for 
Vicki's heels to sound along the cor- 
ridor. They didn't. Then die music 
started again, a popular dance tune 
without vocal; and he could imagme 
the pianist leading the band while 
Tommy Vann danced with Vicki or 
sat at a table with her. 

"I'll kill him," he said, aloud. On 
the dressing-table, the little glass dog 
grinned at him. 

Bentley Harden went to his office 
behind the Orchid Room, and took 
the automatic pistol from its drawer 
He could hear the rhythmic strains of 
Tommy Vann's music as he left the 
club. He took a taxi to King's Cross, 
but got out a couple of blocks from 
Vann's flat and walked the rest of 
die way. There was no sense in draw- 
ing attention to himself, he thought. 
No sense in leaving a cab driver to 
remember next morning that he'd 
dropped a passenger outside a build- 
ing where diere'd been a murder. 

There were probably other, cleverer 
ways of doing this thing, he diought, 
but then, he wasn't clever. The only 
way he knew was to wait for Vann 
in his flat and kill him when he 
arrived; do the job with as little fuss 
and as inconspicuously as possible. 
His hands were gloved. He had 
wiped the pistol clean, and he would 
leave it in the flat with the body. 
The weapon was unregistered, could 
not be traced to him. With ordinary 
luck, no one would ever know who 
had killed Tommy Vann. 
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It 



of ( 



3'clocfc, and the 



house were deserted. Tommy Vann's 
flat was unlocked, as alw.y. Big- 

hearted Tommy "drop in any. 

time and have a drink, whether I'm 
there oc not." Bentley smiled. Drop 
in and kill me some time. Almost 
ssdly, he thought of the bandleader 
coming home for the last time. It's 
too bad, Tommy, but I warned you 
You're not going to steal her from 
me. Tommy. I won't let j-ou. 

f<» and waited 

Jn the diirkiirs.^. 

Vann ar- 
rived. He came in and swirched the 
light on, and saw the man in die 
chair. He was surprised, but he 
smiled his easy, white-toothed smile. 

So here j-oti are. Vicki was won- 
'^"'"'S wf Want to 

see me about something, Bentley?" 

fie held his cigarette case invit- 
ingly. Harden refused, and die band- 
L """^ """^ '"'ms^'f' Through 
the blue haze he turned handsome, 
inquiring eyes on the night club 
operator. 

He was smiling, like he always 
smiled, whether he was waving his 
baton at the band or talking ro Vicki. 
The smile was a fixed quality on his 
face; Harden thought of die little 
glass dog and made a mental re- 
solve to destroy the thing. If he 
didn't, it would always remind bim 
of Tommy Vann. 

"I'm going to kill you. Tommy," 
he said. 

Not even those words could wipe 
the smile entirely from Varni's face. 
It lingered in his eyes, but there was 
fear in them, too. He looked at 
Harden, searching the determined 
mask be saw there. 
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"Why?" he said, trying to sound 

"Vicki." Bentley Harden's voice 
was low, bitter. He fingered the pis- 
tol in his pocket. 

"And what about Vicki herself?" 
Vann said quietly, still searching 

Slter'' "^'^ ^"^^ '° 

"No. Only you, Tommy, I warned 
you, reincmlier'!'-' 

"Yes ... I remember." Reflect- 
ively, almost as if talking to himself, 
he said, "I should have heeded your 
veiled warnings. I should have gor 
to blazes out of this town the first 

time you mentioned it. Only " 

_ "Only you didn't," Harden said. 

Maybe you diought I wouldn't kill 
to keep Vicki." He pulled the pistol 
from his pocket, and Vann's nerve 
snapped at sight of ic. 

"No, Bentley, no! Don't be a fool 

For God's sake "■ He was still 

backmg away when Bentley fired. 

The shot was shockingly loud. The 
night club man sat still, listening for 
openmg doors, inquiring voices, but 
the only sound was the hum of a 
passing truck on the street below. He 
crossed to the crumpled man on die 
carpet, felt his chest. He was dead, 
all right. He dropped die pistol on- 
to the floor beside the body, and went 

"Whete've you been, darling?" 
Vicki said sleepily. "You know how I 
hate going to bed Without knowing 
where you are. It makes me fee! so 
lonely." 

Now she was acting the lonely, 
neglected woman, he thought. But it 
didn't matter. She was all his again, 
and she could act all she wanted" if 
it made her happy. 

"I had a headache. I went for a 



' he said. He looked down at 
her beauty, her soft warm beauty 
or the pillow. 

"You're mine, Vicki. Al! mine," 
""c said, dropping down beside her . . . 
was morning, and Bentley 
"arden wished that his wife would 
top staring at him tike that. The 
' man of die bva detectives was 
g something about "routine in- 
^quiry" and "questioning the dead 
in's friends and the employees at 
: club." But Benriey hardly heard 



iring i 



. Ther. 



Dt in her eyes, and sorae- 
; he couldn't quite fathom, 
t she tore her gaze away 



she 1 



, die den 



Vicki 
Vas horr 

WhL at 
from hii 
tive. 

"I'll be in my dressing-room if you 
vant me, sergeant." 

Bentley followed her there. He 
said, "What's the matter, Vicki?" 



"I've just remembered . . . some- 
diing," she as id, breathlessly. 

"You mean about me being out 
this morning?" he said. "I had a 
headache and went for a walk. I 
told you." 

"Yes . . ." she hesitated. "But it's 
something else, Bentley. Something 
else." 

She went across to her dressing- 
table and picked up the amber- 
colored, grinning dog. Bentley scared 
at her, unbelieving, 

"I hate to do this," the girl said 
imhappily. "I . . . loved it so." She 
was standing with the glass orna- 
ment held high above her head. She 
hesitated for just a moment, then 
closed her eyes and dashed the little 
dog to flying fragments on the floor. 

"Vicki!" her husband cried. "What 
ilu— -■" 

But she was down picking some- 
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thing from among the broken glass. 
It was a tiny roll of papec. She 
stood up, unmlling it with tiny shak- 
ing hands. Bently said, "What is 
this? What havt you got tliere?" 

She lifted her wide-eyed gaze and 
said, "Tommy told me that if he 
should ever die unexpectedly I was 
to smash the little dog and find what 
was inside it. He told me when he 
gave "it to me, three weeks ago. I 
thought it was just a joke, but . . " 
she trailed off, her face white. 

Bentley took a quick step forward, 
but an authoritative voice at the door 
said, "All right, I'll take it." 

The sergeant strode heavily across 
the room, br"ken glass crunching be- 
neath his feet. He took tlie paper 
roll, looking from the girl to her 
husband and saying, "What's going 
on around here, anyway?" 

The paper had rolled itself back 
to the size of a fat cigarette, and the 



policeman's clumsy fingers took time 
to unroll it. I-Ie read its message 
aloud, read it with maddening de- 

"Dear Vicki, diis is a funny way 
to do things perhaps, but I did not 
want to worry you with it in case I 
was wroTig, yet just had to find a 
way of warning you if my sus- 
picions turned out as I feared. Not 
that there was ever anything but 
business between you and me — 
though I couM never convince your 
husband of that— but I like you a 
lot, and want you to know about 
Bentley. He is more than just a 
jealous husband, Vicki, He is insane. 
He lias threatened my life many 
times in a veiled, half-joking way, 
but the look in his eyes every time I 
looked up and caught him looking 
at me was no joke. I could never 
tell whether he would really kill me, 
Vicki, but if circumstances are such 
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L mad, Vicki. Get away fi 

^bhile you arc safe " The 

Hudn't bother to read any fur.. . 
Koked curiously at Bentley Hard. 

said, ."It's signed, Tommy Vani 
■"It's a lie!" Harden cried. "I 
■t mad. I'm not. He was a swL 



He 



fe was trying to i 
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^emed suddenly u 
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fe was insane. I 
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I kill to keep 1 
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elling them so. 

"Thar will do," 
vas the second d( 
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The killing of Vann 



d them, thinking 
-le was Bentley 
o'd been willing 



"He is mad, I've known it for a 
,n rlmp. (iiTt I wouldn't let myself 
mit it." It was Vicki, sobbing, her 
cc in her hands. Bentley stared 
her, lost and hurt. 



"His 



■ hii 



"He 



ealoL 



mintd 


to hold the » 


He di 


■ mitised hims 


til. tin 


e acting . . . 


He 


stood theie, w 


inU HQ 


t to heat; he 




„ide no comr 


As 


hey led him a 


b.U r 


lied ftom the 


atid c 




bo.tJ 


'Tt ,™'the ' 



it 

he loved. 



^tipping d, 



J,e little 
tng up a 



spoke to me, and he g( 
e lime. He saw him.. 
:d husband, 

el(. He waa a 
inmR . . ." 
ide.Eyed, appea 



away a hard little 
e toe ot his shoe 
igauist a shitting 
olid glass head ot 
og. He looted 
„ing there, laugh- 




CAVALCADE. May. 1948. 4<) 




50. CAVALCADE. May, 1518. 





MEDICINE 

ON THE MARCH 




been, found that colour plays 
important part in health and 
utative powers in disease, par- 
--ly in nervous ailments. l£ a 
is neurastlienic, has morbid 
DV makes himself unhappy by 
r on the dark side of life, he 
Id sit for an hour a day in the 
t of a delphinium-blue or rose- 
gkss pane in a window. Yellow 
■ said to be stimulating. Stom- 
ins are relieved by yellow, 
,r blue light. Red is suggested 
; he!pful for heart ailments such as 
■ ■ ,E and high blood-ptessure. 
.eadaches can be eased by blue or 
t light. 



lETICIANS ate trying to banish 
die theory that drinking with 
eals leads to faulty digestion owing 
■ the dilution of gastric juices. They 
, that if fluids are treated like 
-lids, sipped m small quantities, 
sed with saliva and warmed in the 
jutb before being swallowed, and 
art from mouthfuk of solid food 
ere is no reason why they should 
,C form part of a meal. It is when 
rinfcing fosters die hasty swallow- 
-g of solid food that harm is done 
;cause the food is poorly masticated 
and poorly mixed with the salivary 



inices essential to its digestion. 

^ .^ >^ -I- 

TJADIOACTIVE sex hormone has 
been made for the first time. 
The conquest of cancer may be 
advanced by this achievement. Scien- 
tists have long known that there b 



relat 



hoped that these tree 
made to succeed in ir 
doctors ate able to d( 



and c 



and 



It is 
.ill be 

exactly 



, bet^veen the hormones 



A WAY to save patients from 
bleeding to death after escaping 
death from blood clots in brain or 
heart, was announced by Drs. Conrad 
R Lam and Leonard L. Cowley of 
Detroit. Fatal blood clots that come 
sometimes after opetations and child- 
birth, may be prevented by using a 
chemical, heparin, which makes the 
blood more fluid. When patients are 
given heparin, the time it takes their 
blood to clot may be prolonged from 
normal 19 minutes to two hours. 
But when it takes as long as two 
hours for the blood no clor, tht 
patient may bleed to death from a 
cut ot from the operation wound. 
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XHAT pain in the side may be 
nothing more than a symptom 
of indigestion, but it is apt to conjure 
up the worst kind of pictures of 
surgeons in white gowns and the 
anaesthetic smell and quiet hush of 
the operating theatre. 

Whether it does turn out to be 
indigestion or something- of a more 
serious nature, the pain should not 
he a cause of despair. 



Ther. 



a ninety per c 



'(. will be nothing you should worry 
ibout, and the othet ten per cent. 
}{ chance, that some kind of opera- 
tion will be necessary, should no 
longer be regarded as the bogey it has 
buEn in the past. 

One small example of the advance 
made is the simple case mentioned 
above, tonsil lectonomy. Where a 
general anaesthetic used to bE neces- 
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sary, the patient can now get by 
with a local anaesthetic in an opera- 
tion that tafces only a few moments 
and has less after effect dian ever 
before. 

For the larger example, consider 
the SUCCESS surgery has had in com- 
bating one of the greatest post-opera- 
tive killers, pulmonary embolus. This 
was a dramatic form of death, more 
often than nor occurring when the 
cecoveting patient first got out " 



-- — — ; point 
were waiting down- 
i for die patient to 



The 
fills the 



tnbolu 



:Iot that 
of : 



lung, shutting off the oxygen supply. 
Where die clots came from was a 
mystery the surgeons set out to un- 
ravel There was some urgency in 



;Bince tlie only operation that 
; prevent death in this case was 
eeding such speed and skill that 
could seldom be brought 

tgeons connected the lung clots 
those of another often encoun- 
post-operative symptom, pKle- 
where the leg of the patient 
■e inflamed through clot fotma- 

earch led them to the conclusion 
there was no connection between 
two, since the clots in the leg 
were too firmly sealed to the 
a of blood vessels to come adrift 
' reach the lung, 
■ittle progress was made until the 
-very of a set of chemical sub- 
ces -which could be injected into 
blood stream and serve to cast a 
dow in the X-ray. 
From the X-ray pictures of post- 
-cative patients, the surgeon can 
locate the potential lung embolus 
^Ue it is still in the leg veins. He 
■ill then incise above the position 
£ die clot, and tie the vein. In 
' short time other veins have taken 
-er the work of the sealed one. 
It is even possible in this way to 
event a clot teaching tbc lung 
"ter it has passed out of the vein 
'stem of the leg, by tying off the 
-in blood return route from both 

^So the constant menace of lung 
-holism was overcome, many lived 
-ho would otherwise have been 
arked for death, and there were 
^.wer grey-headed surgeons in the 
.orld. For the future is the pos- 
bility that a recently discovered set 
f anti-coagulant drugs will prevent 
lood clots forming and render this 
ifype of surgery unnecessary. 



There are still numbers of worried 
surgeons because so many people ate 
reluctant to undergo some of the 
small operations that would make 
later and major operations utmeces- 
sary. 

Consider for example the numbers 
of men and women who needlessly 
suffer the inconvenience and pain 
associated with varicose veins, when 
surgery is the swift and painless 
instrument that could relieve the con- 
dition in less time than it takes to 
read this article. 

There are two procedures. First 
the backflow of blood from the deep 
vessels o£ the legs into the swollen 
veins is checked surgically, and then 
into the empty diseased veins is 
injected a mild irritant which makes 
the blood vessel walls adhere to one 
anotlier, eliminating the old passages 
and forcing the blood into the deeper 
and normal channels. 

Treated early enough, varicose 
veins are simple things to get rid of, 
the operation requires only a local 
anaesthetic, leaves only a minute and 
hidden scar, and is one you can 
walk away from when it is over. 

Whether you "believe" in opera- 
tions or not, they are often forced 
on you by circumstances, and some 
of die associated fear may be 
removed by knowledge of what is to 
be faced. A person who has a 
decayed toorii needing surgical 
removal may be afraid to have it 
extracted because he or she is a 
"bleeder." The surgical dentist has 
the answer to this in an injection 
which stays quite a lot of the bleeding, 
and transforms the blood that does 
come up into a frothy substance not 
unlike cotton wool. 

Removal of the tonsils or the 
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appendix axe Jiow simple openHons 
requiting little fortitude on the part 
oi the patient. Many people luffer 
the mental anguish caused by the 
presence ot those iinsightly blemishes 
you read about, when electro-sucgery 
could remove these m quick time 

Consider die toll taken by the" dis- 
ease, angma pectoris, and what sur- 
gery IS able to show as results of its 
new techniques in the fitrht against 
death from this complaint Up to 
a very few years ago, angina was in 
the "hopeless" class. Then surgeons 
tried new operative methods, some of 
diem successful. One was to increase 
the blood supply of the angmal heart 
by attaching to it other tissues 
through which blood was to flow 
One was to remove die thyroid gland 
to give rest to die angma stricken 
heart. 

Of ten patients so operated on, 
nine survived the operation, seven 
are still alive. Of the seven, three 
were operated on five years ago, four 
of them were operated on four years 
ago. This IS remarkable in rhat, a 
very few years ago, all ten would 
most cettamly have been dead 

Cancer ol the esopliogus is 
anodier killer that may be success- 
fully put in check by the surgeon'-; 
skill. This IS a deep-seated cancer 
of the tube connecting the mouth 
with die stomach. It has been cured 
by means of sur-^ery, but there were 
failures and radium treatment was 
preferred. Now there have been 
^ases where such cancer has been 
operated on with success, giving hope 
ro the many people who would 
oidinatily die witlim months of the 
diagnosis. 

Gomg along with these advances 
in surgery are forward steps in the 



torm and admmistration ol anact 
tlCu. The terrors of slow mdiicl: 
of anaesthetic by mhalalSon lia 
largely been done away with, ,i 
after sickness is rare Patients fl 
generally given what is known 
' premedication," bemg put tn ,.lc 
in their beds so that diev mi- i 
nerve-rackmg tamdie from "n .' 
dieatre. Chloroform is u-d h 
and ether is being supplaiifcri 
cyclopropane. Curare induces . ,:, 
culat paralysis after mjection. .| 
increases the chance of surviv' 
home types of operation. Impi 
ments in !'locaI ' anaesthetics 
made many lesser operations c- ic, 
for both die surgeon and the pat;i;ni 
These are things of to-day, whei' 
surgery has become less dangerou: 
dian crossing die street 

From another angle, to-mott-^w 
promises instances where new di; 
coveries m drugs will eliminate th. 
need for surgery in some cas-s. 
Russian scientists have teported dip 
elimination of epilepsy by anaethetic 
trtatment of the biain, and expect to 
achieve cures with this method in 
other ailments- 

But even without these possibili- 
ties, the growmg knowledge of sudi 
things as elcctto-sutgerv and tin- 
possibility of using sound waves t > 
petfoim pamless operations, without 
incision, on dtepseated complamts, 
IS proof that fear of surgery, even 
now a rehc of the past, will soon 
become 'a laughing m^itter 

It IS always to be hoped that paii. 
in jour ^idc IS notlimg more than 
die result of a spat your stomach 
and hver are havmg, but it will Jielp 
to remember that, even if the worse 
comes to rhe worst, it is not such a 
bad prospect, after all 
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A hoy who wunt bliml at g— 
a solution fo blind meira proMe-r 




THAT mm IHE LIGIIJ 



IN mz, d.e year in which Bona- 
parte was defeated at Mo=co'" 
Louis, a harness-maker's thi'ee-year- 
old aon, was playing widi an a'"l 
his father's Paris shop. The acci- 
dent which caused the httle boy to 
puncture his eye with an a"'l a 
family tragedy which was not rc-og- 
niied, for many years, as the happi- 
est misfortune m the world-' 

Little Louis immediately lo^t ri r- 
sight of one eye; through infecf 
he soon lost the sight of his gn,vl 
eye, too, and he was blind before ii 
schoolmg started. He carried " 
his studies by touch, feeling the la i"- 
emhosEcd letters of the alphabet 
which had been mvented in 1784 Iv, 
Valentine Hauv; and though this '<-^' 
an improvement on the clumpy sus- 



RAY HEATH 

.tn. developed m Spam in..]5I7. it w^. 
<i difticult way of learning 

Louis Braille, tlie blind h.rnG« 
makers son. studied unri[ a-- the ea-I- 
age of 17 he becain^' an in-t—cto- 
a school for the bimd. teaching gra^^- 
m«,, geography, aridimetic. geomctrv 
algebra and music, as well as leather- 
-vork learned from his father 

The dJFailt of I .wr, .-A. 
tion, allied to the further difficukiP. 
of .eachmg others, gave Louis Brailk- 
. restless_ desire for some simpler 
method of writing and reading for 
[fie blmd; when a ca"alcy off'ce- 
named Barbier developed, m 1825, a 
code of twelve dots which the blind 
could read by touch, it was a great 
improvement; but, yearning for a sini 
pier method still, Braille evolved „ 
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hich, using only six dots in 
mbmations. gave the sight- 
-piete alphabet, figures ab- 
.. and punctuation marks, 
young Louis lost his eye- 
: schooldays, the blmd of 
today have a simple and 
t system of reading, writmg, 
; games, typing, telephoning, 
g maps, and doing many other 
by touch, 
ind solicitor m Sydney, for ex- 
i behind his desk discuss- 
with his clients. He was 
-h before he lost his sight {the 
e age of bimdness in Australia 
. but the loss, though it mvolved 
n extra work and study, has not 
red his legal elficiency. 
rfh a pocket-size writing frame 
e him on his desk and a stylus 
S hand, he is able to write down 
— emoranda and notes in Biaille, 
' running his hngers over the 
le can read them and recall to 
I what they mean. Like many 
d people who depend on reading 
ifing. he has added many sym- 
■ his own to the universal 
le code, f.0 rhat his notes, though 
lOt be legible to other 
pie- are a kmd of "shorthand 



quickly read and understood by the 
man himself. 

He IS only one of thousands whose 
lite remams normal because of the 
developments of Braille. To every 
blind person todav. through the ad- 
ministration of the Blind Institution, 
there exists every opportunity of {a) 
reading; (b) writing letters; {c} typ- 
ing manuscripts; (d) readmg music 
and playmg the piano; {e) playing 
chess, draughts, cards, etc; (f) do- 
ing mathematical calculations; (g) 
making telephone calls witli a Braille 
dial; (h) usmg Braille maps, di- ■ 



nade possible 



because Louis Braille 
■six-dot combmation along the imes 
shown m die diagram. 

Through the possible combinations 
of these siji dots the blmd have an 
alphabet of 63 characters, mcludmg 
letters, punctuation marks, contrac- 
tions, general guide signs, and aridi- 
metical symbols. 

There is more in Braille reading 
than fingertip recognition of the sym- 
bols: It IS also necessary to mterpret. 
Aside from die primary signiiicance. 
Braille letters of the alphabet when 
standing alone are abbreviations of 
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frequently used words. For instance, 
the Braille character made up of two 
top dots side by side m a group, may 
signify the letter "C," the word 
"can, ' or the number 3, dependmg 
upon whether the character is read 
alone, whether it is preceded by a 
sign meaning "letters follow" or by 
a sign signifying numerals. 

This may sound very involved to 
the sighted person, but tests have 
shown that sightlesS children picked 
up finger reading much more quickly 
than the sighted adults who were 
trained to teach them. 

The Blind Institution of N.S.W. 
has a system whereby any sightless 
person in the State has a teacher 
sent to his or her home, and is taught 
proficiency in Braille free of all 
charge: the Braille reader has Braille 
magaKines, both imported and locally 
prmred, available from a library of 
19,000 boolcs— diese include such 
Australian authors as Idriess, Clone, 
Timms, Ernestine Hill; but where in 
print a book is published in one vol- 
ume, m Braille ic may take from two 
to 10 volumes, according to its length, 
not only because Braille takes up 
more space than type, but because a 
special Mamla paper is required to 
carry the embossing of the dots. 

Apart from reading and writmg, 
Braille has made many other pas- 
times passible to the blmd. Chess- 
boards with the white squares de- 
pressed and the black raised, with 
white men bevelled round the edge 
and black men plam, chess pieces 
with a peg in the top of the black to 
distinguish them from the plain-top- 
ped white, playing cards with their 
value embossed on the cornets in 
Braille, music written in Braille so 
that the blmd musician can feel the 



notes with one hand and play thn 
with the otlier until he has memori,,- 
the piece, tape measures and loa 
rules embossed for "reading" 1 
touch, maps and diagrams embossp 
so that their outlmes can be followo" 
and understood— all of these ,i 
made possible by the Braille syster 
and have helped further the aim 
blind institutions everywhere — to nr 
ahle the blind person to live as no 
mally as possible, to learn by tou" 
what other people learn by sight, a" 
to take parr m normal mterests. 

But the work Louis Braille mad 
possible IS earned on very largely b 
the voluntary work of interested 
people — people who learn to wriH 
Braille so that they may hand-copy 
tor the blind books that are to go iiilo 
the library, give their work becausd 
the installation of Btaille prmtmg for 
the limited number of copies re- 
quired would be unduly expensive. 

Intricate and mvolved as the work 
seems, diis voluntary labor of man^ 
people of normal sight, has lightened 
the burden to the extent that full 
services to the blind are maintained 
in N-S-W. for the cost of about 
£2000 a year. Every penny of this 
money comes from voluntary publir 
subscription, and all of it is speni 
on the needs of blmdness. 

New ways of widening the world 
of touch for the blind are steadilv 
being found; and as each one is 

he some consolation to anybody read- 
ing this article, smce the average age 
of blindness in Australia is 54, and 
there are more than 3000 totally 
blind people in the Commonwealth, 
but thousands more who, while they 
have a little vision, have to depend 
on the aids of Braille. 
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d to see the doctor! 
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aristocrat thought lie miijlil 
well become royally, aud did. 

D'ARCV NILAND 




NEW 



ZEALAND'S 
SELF-MAD 



you look, out over the quad- 
rangle at Cambridge, a little- 
faced mail with large irmocent eyes 
set wide, and a double" part in your 
hair, you dream of a tiny splash of 
land in tiie south. Your blood, 
French and advsntuious, tingles and 
thrills, for you see there a kingdom 
that is yours for the seeking and 
taking, A monarchy and all therein 
— a flag, a royal salute, and a court. 

The time 'is the 1820's. Your 
name Charles Philip Hippolytus de 
Thierry, The land of your vision 
New Zealand. 

That Micawber-Iifce father of 
yours, still chatming, atill talkative, 
kicked our of France because of 
his roguery, making a moonlight flit 
with your mother through the Neth- 
erlands, and settling at last in Eng- 
land. You remember his boasting 



iw close he had come to the guil. 

You knew only the slums, Ct 

Thierry, that bleak, penutious 
om above the fish-market, v 
u saw the family increasing 

brother by brother to intensify tlii' 

poverty. 

One day yout chance came. Tlirct 
you will remember, called ai 
your lodgings. You looked out of 
'indow at their knock, and yoii 
were amazed. One was the f 
Thomas Kendall, a mbsionaty ' 
had brought with him from New 
Zealand two savage chieftains, Hon);i 
Hika and Waikato. You did i 
look at the tired, kind face of i 
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rgyman. You saw only Hongi, 
his great hooked nose, and his 
beautifully tattooed m blue, 
bis coarse, black hair in a bun 
e top of the head and skewered 
J pied huia feather 



-mg 



the Mac 



catch- 



er-rated their 
e and under estimated 
■wd business sense. You 
far more naive than they, 
u waited thtee years, de Thierry, 
hen vou received from Kendall 
■umerit signed widi the thumb- 
; of the gteat chiefs, Ntne, 
ine- and Muriwai deeding to 
40,000 acres oi land at Hokianga 

t, for 36 axes. 
: last your dreams were crystai- 
cality. Elated, you made 
parations. The first ship ever 
-teted to colonise New Zealand 
yours when you equipped the old 
rickety Princess Royal, a 360 ton 

ou stood on the poop gazing at 
glitter of the sea beyond the 
: mouth, and it seemed to you 
already you could smell the 
;-kden winds of a Pacific Island. 
: what was this strange hoodoo 
-t dogged you, this devil that 
-hed obstruction in your path? 
at the last moment, your ships 
; condemned as unseaworthy. 
Some time latet, a band of go-get- 
formed a syndicate, and you 
d not believe your luck when 
V chose you as their leader. To 
sober, ambitious and 
uen-scnt. The prln- 
a!s had a programme which in- 
ded the obtaining of a concession 
cut the Panama Canal; to ply 
4 from Europe to America, call- 
on the East Indies, Austtalia, and 



New Zealand, shioping back valu- 
able cargo-and your 40,000 acres, 
rhey said, would produce enough 
wherewithal ftom their sale to mer- 
chant houses to mamtain yout little 
colony m prosperity. 

On a brilliant day that seemed to 
portent nothing but auspiciousness, 
you sailed from Panama, given the 
royal salute of 21 guns from the 
shore batteties. You were dressed 
ptosperously. \ ou were on your way. 
Not even when the syndicate failed 
to carry thtou^h with the Canal con- 
cession which they had obtained and 
fell di rough altogether, did you 
worry. You had got what you 
wanted from the combine. 

Leaving Tahiti at last, whcte you 
had been stranded, the trade winds 
blew your little ship off her course, 
and you came to the beautiful Mar- 
quesan island of Nukahiva. What 
was your joy when immediately on 
landing the awe-struck natives 
anointed you as a king? 

But you felt this was only a fea- 
ture of yout great destiny, and you 
sailed for Sydney. There, in that 
busily-growing town, berthed in 
among the forests of masts in the 
habour you left yout ship and char- 
tered a better one, the Nimrod. 

You went on to procure a sea! 
for yourself, and had it recognised. 
You had a flag made of silk in 
crimson and azure, and you took 
away all Customs forms for your 

In your little ship, with the flag 
pompously fluttering mast high, you 
finally came to your Hy-Brasil, and 
sailed tip rhe Hokianga River among 
the anchored ships there to the satiri- 
cal cheering of the ship mastets and 
their crews. But you could not see 
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the joke at all, could you, de Thierrj;? 

You remembered all the strife and 
travail you had undergone, that all 
seemed worthwhile now; and you had 
teats in your eyes of gratitude and 
joy. You marked your landing by 
planting on the bank of the Hoki- 
anga, somewhere above Rawene, a 
eucalyptus tree. Twelve miles into 
the bush, on die trunk of a great 
purin, you were gratified to see that 
Nene had chopped the letter T for 
Thierry. \ou named Mount Isabel 
after your daughter, and on the top 
of it you built a rough cabin. 

From tliat gaunt outpost, you could 
see the miles -of forest and tlie flat 
stretches of the shallow river; and 
all that made up your tjommions; 
and It was there that you openly 
rejoiced m the titles of Baron Charles 
de Thierry. King of Nukahiva, 
Sovercign-chiet of New Zealand. 

The joke soon wore off with Lieu- 
tenant McDonnell, the garrison and 
himself your powerful competitor. 
He had ail the things you didn't, 
especially the alkirments of money 
and rum; and soon your emigrants 
who were not keen on working for 
nothing, took theit pockets and 
palates to him. Your prophetic 
promises and vehement harangues 
that you would give them everything 
once you could sow the land and 
open up traae carried no weight. 

Even when you had perforce to 
leave Mount Isabel, your wooden 
castle, and in Auckland live in pov- 
erty, teachmg music to the rough 
and hardy young colonists, you always 
spoke with high hope of the demo- 
cratic realm over which you would 
one day rule. 

When in that little ramshackle 
house with the crooked floor, in a 



hilly street, you turned on your be 
looked at the harpsichord, and theilJ 
at the Sister of Metey in attehdancj] 
on you, yout words given with couttlwl 
grace were: "I'm sorry to troubldj 

When England officially acknow- 
ledged New Zealand as a colony m 



1840, you we 


re completely ignored 


and sat upon. 


It seems queer that 


France, who w 


as at that tune snoop- 


mg around in 


the Pacific for colo. 


mes, did not n 


lake vou the thin end 



of a wedge to prize open the door 
of a rich colonial empire — even by war. 
Maybe they did send secret envoys 
to your court, Charles de Thierry, and 
perhaps you refused their overture.^ 
—for to assent would have he_en n 
singular departure from vour never- 
failing idealism. 

Those that knew realised that 
your empire had broken like a 
bubble, for you were the man th:ii 
chased a shadow, and yours was thi: 
story of a failure. But not you! \ou 
never lost your dignity. Shreds of 
kmgship still clung to you. Thougli 
It tottered, you kept your position on 
the pedestal of the visionary. 

But that last wotdr the word par- 
don, which you repeated mtetroga- 
tively several times— what did that 
mean? Were you trying to hear 

braidmg you for wearmg a borrowed 
nightshirt that was too big for you, 
m which to die; upbraiding you tor .i 
wasted life spent m the pursuit ol 
happmess, a life begun in poverty and 
ended in total destitution? Or was 
It someone fightmg to push past your 
dimming senses praise for yoin' 
motives and efforts: someone giving 
you for the first time in your life 
a pat on the back? 
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No Space to Waste 

TIE HOME DF TO-DH (Nl. 4D) 

PREPARED BY W. WAISON SHARP, A.R.A.I.A. 

In □ period when restrictive legislation has put on even greater volun 
on space thon on money, it is essenticjl in every home plan that every ovoil- 
able inch is used to the utmost advontoge. For this reason, one of the firsl 
things to decide in planning □ home under these conditions, is not what 
can be put in, but whot con be left out. CAVALCADE this month suggests 
o three- bedroQm, two-storey house that embodies the absolute maximum of 
accommodation in the minimum area. 

From the parch, one enters a hall that occupies little more than 30 
square feet, but by reason of the elimination of walls between this and the 
living room, appears much larger. The staircase ascends direct from this 
hall, and here agoin not □ square inch of space has been wasted. 

An air of spociousness is ochieved by combining the living and dining 
rooms, which, in themselves, ore not large rooms. Both of these open on 
to a sfone-poved terroce through qIoss doors. Windows make up the greoter 
part of the walls of these rooms, thus adding still further to the illusion oi 
space, (Continued on -page 68) 
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FIRST FLOC 




lised 



The kitchen is placed immediately behind the dininn . 
.er.,ce. It fc, full, equipped with a modern omy of cuKr^'n 
tatur.s, including n washinj machine. The sppce und.7the stair 
as a Droom cupboard, opening from the kitchen 

.ized haVo™he'ft°f°flo„°"''F'°J'£T °'" "" """W = 
!° thottl^e minimum of Tni, >' 'W=d with built-in wordrobr 

^»:ii^S£H=r:«^^ 

Si=i?^~£H™^ 

most needed, and the , use of flower boxTs finn^?nn tl ? where rt 
terrace, odd a bright ortd calourfur"at? fev"", ^lotion, of^^^^^^^ „°'t ^ i' 
Tre'mTnim'L'mfra',''' "'"^ ,'° "i* .h"some !toar~ * 

although iT hrbeen pEerfo"' orneMTS' 'f %V' ' 

At the rote o, £150 p^r .JrX S.^'oS't^uTS'lS^ 
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O other Venetian Blind has m 
exclusive features, as the "A Tde 
) AH Metai Flejiible Vcnei n BI 
these outstanding 
ead-box alone. 

1 . Frietionless tape dru..., 

and silent operation, plus extra \onq 
life ot tope and slats. 

2. Self adjusting dust-proof tilt gcor 
gives fractional adjustment of slats to 
any desired angle, where they rem 
until altered. When closed they e 

3. Automatic locking device 
ering and locking of blind with only 

4. Universal end bracket simplifies er 

5. New brackets enable tapes to be ri 
replaced as desired. 

And here are additional features to make the 
"Aberdeen" (Pat.) All Metal Blind unusual- 
outstanding — desir able. 

• Complete • Noiseless. 
Protection. • Lightweight. 

S Fingertip Control. • Fire Resistant. 

• Flexible. O Cannot chip, crock, 

• Lasts a Lifetime. or flake. 

• Easy to clean. • Simple to erect. 
DeHyery in approximatfh 12 weeks. 

END FOR FREE ILLUSTRATED BOOKLET TO DEPT. Z, 



33 REGENT ST., SYDNEY. 

tiberdeen 




...„,,.. ..- Venetian Blinds. 

AT ALL LEADING STORES 
If unobtainable write tn SMITH COPEIAND & CO. PTY. LTD., 

ALSO MAKERS OrPm^ER CANVAS GOODS FOR OVER 53 YEARS. 




(^auaicaJe 'i f^ictum ^ton^ 

^ke 'Ll)eieatecl 





To entertoin the hungry, dis: 
programme of keeping peace 



tisfied people of post-war Germany i' 
The Little Theatre in Frankfurt was 
1945 the Special 



a complete wreck by bu[injn]y, m t t-tj ine jpt^L^iui : 
occupation forces requisitioned it to be repoired for ente 
took two yecrs to put it into commission. 

( 1 ) NOW THE LITTLE THEATRE ploys two sessions a doy, one at 
p.m. in German ond one in English at 7 p.m. The entertoinment-storved 
audience puts up with mony discomforts for the sake of the sparks of gaiety. 
The lovely ladies (above on stage, ot right, limbering up for the chorus) otc 
German— so is the entire cost of the Follies. 
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Study by Roye 
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■p^AMD THAT'S WHEeEB/VIUEY 

Kb, ph,oposim& MARra.iA&eTO 
THE cue/>-t~i cousTTrav 

VWITH WHOf-^ HE. HAS FA-L-LEM 



BAILEV, KMOWN THEOU'SH THE 
DISTRICT A.'S A MVSTeaiOUS 

vvi-icN H15 DEAf= ANJD UUMB 
ASSISTAMT COMES FQ^. l-'"-" 




■BAILEV H<A3 eOMETMlNGTO.^.^ 
BbcaKEO op / ■STEPHASIOS GOME'S 

J|p!eOM A PAtarOF LiF^E-BAiv-ev 

mHA-o COMB-TO TA.Ke. TEFf^ 



. , . . ITH MO AO-EetMA;T\veL I 
BUT TO &0 BACK- WITH : 
STERHAWOS, TAK-eS Ml3 , 
■Swee-THEART, ANlf-l MILLEIS, 

Foe A. /v^4o Tei-LS her 

WHV H& IS AL.WAVS CAUTIOUS, 
SID HAUF-AF-gA.tP - — I 



TAKE A. laiDE. WVTW ME.-- 
WAf-lT TO TE.UI- VOU SON/ 
T^Hl^4t5.- 




e VEAKS EAKuiee. t&fp 
BAn_EV WA'5 K,M0^^^^4 a-^ 

i^eiVi^o^ DETECTIVE TEFF 
tN:^AieK-HA.M, WITH A F^ARXt-lEia 

HAwieiD !=isHe.pa th^vwere 

SEt-JT F-QK. Sy A. C\-1EI ■ 
-JAMED WWIT ■ 
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A nnouncing 

FURTHER SUBSTANTIAL 

REDUCTIONS 
IN FRIGE 



MJ&SONITi: 
HARDBOASDS 



hiiice the dcclaralion of war, price reductions on Mnaonite 
Slandard Presdwood have averaged 30%. Tempered 
Preedwood prices have also been reduced, but not in ibe 
some proportion, owing to the continually incceasiiiE coats 
of the temperiiie oils used. 

AlthougL Masonite is more freely avaiialjle, demand is so 
heavy that supplies are not alway-i 
sufficient 10 meet orders. Tbere- 
fore, vou may atill have diffi- 
culty in purchaBine all the 
Masoiiite you require 



MASON1TE CORPORATIO 

iALSS AND SSRVICE DIVISION: ■ 
Mslbourne: 337 ipuecn St., M: 
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% Book NOW for Pioneer's 



and Central Australian TOUR 



Now is the time to plan ' 
winter hoiiday with Pioneer to 
Darwin and the far North 
through the vividly colourful 
heart of Central Austrolio. Tours 
depart regularly, following the 
historic Overland Telegraph frail 

FREE FOLDER and DETAILS FROM 



— -heading north from the chill 
southern winter to the romance 
wormth and mystery of the 
tropics. These tours are over- 
land travel in its most luxurious 
form -— ^ and early booking is 



ieer tours 



, MU6921; Sydney, B 0532: 
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I'M SURE or SHELL" 




"I've got a large ramily and an old car. The family certainly 
makes a hole in the weekly budget. The car could, too, i( )'d let 
it. Had it for years and docked up countiess thousands of 
miles but the figures I've kept show that, over that period, 
operation and upkeep costs hnve been light. I learned the 
Mtret soon after I bought the car. I got on to Shell products 
—now wild horses wouldn't drag me from Che Shell symbol" 
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Be 

REGULAR 

— and build 
yourself UP! 



Keliogg's AU-Rraii does 
more for yon than any 
Ifixiitive which is not also 
a food. Jt. not only snp- 
pHeH thfc vitnl ]iVLK yonr 
sysloiii tieedK every day 
tov !og-nlnrity, but, made 
from Ihe vital outer layers 
"f Aviicat, it brij]gs you 
more protective food 
I'lMiii'iiLs iliaii wheal itHclf. 
Kpiloi>H's All-Bran is an 
iiiipoi'laiit Honroe of Vita- 
mins B, for the nerves, 
H, for the eyes, Caldum 
for the teetli, Phosphorus 
■for the bones, Niacin for 
the sidii and Iron for the 




blood. That is why it 
helps to build you up 
day by day as it relieves 
constipation. So change to 
Keliogg's All-Bran . . . 
effective, gentle, pleasant 
and safe. Get some today 
and enjoy it regularly for 
breakfast. Your grocer 
has it. 




ALL-BRAN^ 
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THE LAST BRINDIS 



DAMON MILLS 



"In costly sheen and gaudy cloak 
array'd, 

But all afoot, the light-livi b 
Matadors 

' Stands in the centre, eager to invade 
The lord of lowing herds . . " 

BYRON 
) tlie pce- 



pEREZ trudget. . 

sident's box, die furnace-hot sand hard 
burning his sUppEced feet. all o' 



The heavy fighting jacket felt like 
a bricklayer's hod across his slioulders. 
He could feel die slow stream of 
sweat tricklmg over the pebbles of 
his backbone. His legs bad been 
shaking for tbe last half-hour, and 
when he waved drie niuleta at the 
he'd had to stamp his foot 
to stop himself from shaking 
■er. He'd never felt so tired. 



He looked up at clie president's 
box, and, removing the flat montera 
ftom his head, made the brindis— the 
dedication. He dedicated the bull 
to Maria. He wondered how ra^ny 
hundred bulls diat was now that had 
died in her name. 

He looked casually up at the pre- 
sident's box as be moved away. Ei 
Toro sat up there next to the pre- 
sident— fat-jowled head as big and 
brutal as the bull he was named after. 
He was one of the greatest of ibe 
aficion, a true lover of the sport. 
Perez wondered if he got as much 
enjoyment out of watching the 
ilghts as he did, out of whip- 
ping and torturing the rebels 
who were unlucky enough to 
fall into his hands. 

Well, he'd dedicated the fiercest 
and worst of the four bulls he'd killed 
so far to EI Toro, ..o that ought to 
have pleased him. El Toro smiled 
at him 111 a Liueer way, chough, 
when he d done that and whispered 
something m die president's ear. The 
president bad looked at Perez and 
as he was walkuig away had laughed. 
He haun t Ukeu liiat and he'd won- 
dered why they'd done it — 

He snapped the thoughts away 
from him, and selected bis sword 
from rhe red hilts held out to him 
in rhe crook of the boy's arm. 

He went out before the president's 
box and flapped the muleta. The 
bull looked at him tiredly. There 
was a point high up on its shouder 
where Valera, the picador, had sunk 
in his lance and the black blood was 
srill seeping out. Perez was coming 
to count more and more on Valera 
and his lance and his early weaken- 
ing of the bull with savage, strategic 
thrusts. And the man \vas sucb an 



artist that the blood diat came widi 
the slowness of deadi, not wiih 
spurt that proclaimed to the crowd 
that the picador and not the matadoi' 
was killing the bull. 

The bull pawed the sand slowly. 
Perez flapped the muleta again ami 
stamped his foot. The bull starrcJ 
to trot slowly towards him. Hi' 
shook the muleta and kept thumping 
his foot on the ground, faster and 

The bull stopped twenty yards 
from him and hung its head, sniffini^, 
at a patch of blood on the sand. Hr 
shouted, "Ha toro— ha, my \iu\v 
friend — come— come and be spit- 
ted — " The crowd shouted witii 

The bull snaked its tail along it. 
sides, raised its head, bellowed, and, 
suddenly making up- its mind, 

Perez let the muleta drop limply 
from his hand. He drew himself up 
on his toes, pivoted so that only his 
lead left hip presented itself to the 
bull, and sighted along the swotd. 

When the bull hit him he went 
between the borns and thrust the 
sword in between the shoulder- 
blades. He hissed out his breath 
thankfully as die sword went in hilt- 
deep widiout the sctaping soimd of 
bone. He leaned against the bull 
and let it carry him stumblingly for 
a few yards, and then as it fell to 
its knees, coughing and toaring, he 
stepped lightly away. 

"Ole! Ole, Ji^anito! He eats 
them— he eats tliem alive!" 

He strode across the sand, keeping 
his back and shoulders straight. 

As old Pancho slapped at him and 
pounded him with his gnarled brandy- 
soaked old fingers, he closed his eyes 
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Because for a modetate weekly 
rental irftlmut deposit, you enjoy 
the full pride and privileges of a 
radio owner, without any of tlia 
worries or responsibilities — and 
at the same time you may, if 
you wish, cschange or purchase. 

RENTAL FROM 3/a WEEKLY 
NO DEPOSIT 
FREE SERVICE 
FREE INSURANCE 
FREE VALVE REPLACEMENTS 
EXCHANGE FOR NEW MODEL 
ANY TIME 
TRADE-INS ACCEPTED. 

PURCHASE. If the set is to 
your lifcing, accangementa may 
be made to purchase within 
twelve months of its installation. 
Upon completion of these ar- 
rangements, you pay no more 
than its original value, as sub- 
scriptions paid are credited to 
the purchase price. 

RBMTAIS 

frne. In N.S.W.) 
Established m Austrolia since 1937. 
Capital House, 1 09 Swanston 
Sfreel', Melbourne. Central 2901. 
Linden Courf, Market Street, 
Sydney. MA 8287, MA 5778. 
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much, but he had been 


ver joyed. 


It was his chance to show 




now yuod lie was. And d 


en haed 


upon it a man had come u 


p to xU-. 


table where he sat at lunc 


in ih,: 



cheap bull-fighter's hotel where h. 
ate on the occasions he could afford 
a meal and told him bluntly his 
chance of fighting depended entirely 
upon whether he disclosed his rebel 
associates' names and where diey had 
theit meetings. Theirs had only been 
a small party then, and "he tried to 
tase his conscience by telling himself 
It was only children's stuff that would 
never spread. So he had told the 

He liad met Maria long years after 
that and she had been one of them, 
too. But he was a successful matador 
now and he had told her many times 
how being his wife, she could not 
be one of them, too, as the people 
who paid him the fabulous sums 
he received for fighting were not the 
same people who were going through 
the land now with rifle and bomb 
demanding a new government. 
^ He stirred on the table and opened 

Pancho had finished, and he ached 



EVER SHAVED 




You finish sitaving in 
HALF your usuai time! 

Simply waj^h your fa« and 
on Glider with your fingers 
ail there is to itl Then you shavt- 
ofl the most stubborn whisker. 

Glider instantly smooths down thp 
flaky top layer of your skin. Let;, 
your razor glide evenly . . . pro- 
tacts even the most tender apota 



fae 



Glider 
shaves in c 
finiak Bhavir 



and 



ClideT is made by The J. B. 
Williams Co.. makers of fine shavinK 
preparationa for over 



Glider 

Brushless 
Shaving Cream 
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Progress 
through 
STEEL 





^ NEW ERA of tronsportation was neraiaea Torry years ago by 
the "horseless carriage" from which has developed the 
modern motor car. Stondords of reliability and mobile con- 
venience have been progressively improved in the motor car's 
evolution which hos influenced sweeping changes in our habits 
of work, travel and leisure. 

Steel's inherent strength.gove the motor industry its first impetus, 
and steel's versatility to-day mokes possible the streomlined 
beauty of the modern car's design and operation. 
To moke an average six-cylinder sedan requires 3,045 pounds of 
steel comprising 1 26 different varieties. This weight of metal is 
reduced by the processes of manufacture to about 2,000 pounds 
in the finished car. Due in large measure to the Australian steel 
industry's progress, cors assembled in this country contain as 
many as 76 per cent, of locol materials. 

In many other industrial ochievements steel has mode an 
essential contribution to progress. 

In truth, no nation can be economically strong without the 
capacity to moke steel. Fortunately, Australia's steel require- 
ments ore assured by the productive capacity and efficiency of 
The Broken Hill Proprietary's Newcastle Steel Works providing 
a sound economic foundation for industrial progress. 

THE BROKEN HILL PROPRIETARY CO. LTD. 

Heod OfficE- '422 Utile Collins Street, Melbourne. 
Ofllces ot Melbourne, Sydney, Adeloide, Perth and Brisbane. 
STEEL WORKS; Newcastle, ■N,S,W. SHIPYARD; WKyollo, S.A. 
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PRODUCT OF JOHNSON & JOHNSON 
World's Largest Manufacturen of Surgical Dressings 
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Pecez said nothing. He pulled his 
' Fiftli Avenue liomburg over hb eyes 
.nd went ouc. 

Thete were a lot of aficionados 
tried to pull him up for drinks, but 
he laughingly refused them all and 
went straight back to the hotel. 
Maria always travelled with him and 
she was waiting there for him. 

Lately after a hard day under the 
brazen sun. of the arena he looked 
for nothing so much as the 
cool soothing of her fingertips 
at his brows, bringing the quiet 
shadows of rAccv to the eyes 
he had had to narrow to throbbing 
slits all day. Like all successful 
matadors he had led a violent life, 
and now he was looking for rest. And 
be was finding to his unending sur- 
prise that the little deet-eyed brunette 
he had married because she looked 
more like a flower than a woman 
was a SDOthmg panacea, widi her 
gentleness and calm, for all his ills. 

But she was not there when he 
arrived home. He went through the 
four rooms of the suite calling her 
name, and then he rang the desk 
clerk tbinkmg she might have left 



the toll of notes again. 

The clerk said nervously, "No- 
no, senor — I do not want money. I[ 
was just that — " he looked around 
and lowered his voice^"I saw tkt 
scnora leaving with t\i'0 Hamm.er 

■ Perez stared at him. He started 
to say, "But — " stopped, turned, and 
went slowly back- up to the suite. 

He had his meal sent up there, 
ate what little of it he could, gulped 
down his wine, and was picking up 
his hat when the phonejtang. 

When he lifted the receiver El 
I oro .s voice said silkily in his ear, 
"Perez?" 

He said, "Yes.". 

The Hammer diief's voice said 
smoothly, "We have your wife down 
here. We are questioning her. We 
have discovered that she is an active 
— a very active member of the rebol 
party. Has been for year r seems. 
Being the wife of such an— ah— 
irreproachable citizen as yourself she 
has until now escaped detection. She 
has appeared at several meetings of 
L dii. 



The 



aid, "No, Ser 
senora did not leave a message, 
she went out some time ago." 
stopped abruptly. 

Perez prompted, "Yes— to wliei 
The clerk said briefly, "I do 
know, senor," and rang off. 

He sat around for a while 
looked at some magazines. Ther 
went down to see the clerk. 

He said abruptly, "You sour 
as if you wished to tell me sc 
rh'mg more about my wife's g. 
out— what was it?" He took 



city. Her 



:ial job 
vould 



-self- 



red him haltingly. 



ippes 



city I am bringing to heel." 
His voice changed. It had the mea- 
sured, merciless weight of a black 
jack diuddmg into a spine. He said, 
''We may find it necessary to 
keep her here for a few days. You 
will do nothing bur keep on killing 
your bulls, Perez. I trust dieve will 
be no diminution of your artistry as 
I shall be there at each performance." 
. The receiver clanked- down in 
Perez's ear. He fumbiingly replaced 
.1,,. r,-rriver on the cradle. Then he 
walked slowly, dazedly across to the 
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A little of this 

goes a long way 

When thinking of liqueurs, coti- 
iiQisaeurs realise that a little goes a 
ions way towards iiialdng a success- 
ful after dinner di-ink. Lochiel 
realise that a little of this and a 
dash of that— when properly mixed— 
combine to make delightful, satisfy- 
ing "long" drinks for any occasion. 
Try them! 




From the German "cummin" 
(Caraway seed) , hy a Russian 
formula developed at Riga 
and adored by the English, 
Kummeil is truly international 




eyas. 



73/G73HP, 



wine that was left and slowly drank 
it. Now he knew why the president 
had laughed. . . After a while he 
stopped staring at the empty bottle 
and went to bed. He turned on the 

He killed bulls mechanically, sav- 
agely, quickly, as though tliey in- 
truded upon his own private 
thoughts and he wanted to be tid 
of them. The days passed and he 
had completed his engagement in the 
city. He sent his cuadrilla on to the 
next city he was to visit and told 
tliem he would follow later. He sat 
around his hotel suite, silently, slowly 
drinking wine and having his meals 
sent up. He stopped shaving and 
then he stopped eating. He sat 
drinking wine and staring at the 
clock set in the wall. 

Two days after his cuadrilla had 
left the city the phone rang. He 
stared at it imtil it rang twice again 
and then he slowly picked it up. 

EI Toro's voice said silkily, "You 
may come and see your wife," and 
the receiver clicked in his ear. 

He held the receiver in his hand 
stating at it for a long time. When 
die girl said impatiently, "Ace you 
getting through?" he reached for the 
cradle and gently laid the receiver 
back on it. After a while he got 
his hat, straightened his tie, and 

EI Toro said, "Come with me." 
He followed the fat man down the 
corridors. Two men with the ham- 
mer striking the fiery anvil marked 
on their jacket sleeves moved in 
quietly behind them. It was an old 
prison, built by the people who had 
once owned the country. There was 
slime on 'the walls like the sides of 
a well. It was dark and smelled like 
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-the NEW 
kind of razor biade! 





PLiXIBLE IN THE RAZOR. 

Because it's hollow ground, 
PAL's keen, delicate edge is 
flexible,. follows the cuire of 
your face with astonishing ease 
LIKE A MASTER BARBER'S 
SHAVE with your own razor! 
PAL's flexible edge floats 
over youf face with just a 
\eathey touch. No "bearing 
down". No pull. No scrape. 



Mote shaves to each blade, 
MILLIONS SOLD. PAL already 
sells by the million in Canada, 
the U.S.A. and Britain. Get 
PAL today from the shop 
where you usually buy vout 
blades. Then prepare for a 
thrill . , , your first PAL 
Hollow Ground Shave! 4 for 
lOjd. Fits all popular double 
edged razors. 



PAL 



HOLLOW GROUND 

RAZOR BLADES 

4 for lO+d. 
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"Finely Tailored for Perfect Fit" 

We're still unable to make sufficient to meet the 
terrific and ever- in creasing demand for this popular, 
high-quality merchandise. If you can't find a Jantzen 
in the stores this season can you make youc old 
igan do? A Jantzen is worth waiting for. 
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a dead bull who'd been left too long 
1 the sun. 

There were moanings from behind 
the doors. A skinny rat skipped across 
their path and vanished under orie of 
the doors. 

Suddenly El Toro stopped. He 
snapped his fingers. One of the 
Hammer men took out a huge key 
and opened the cell door. E! Toro 
3od aside. Perez went in. He 
iuld not see anything for a while. 
Then he made out die scraps of 
blanket in tKe corner and the figure 
lying on them. He went across and 
slowly dropped to his knees. He 
fumbled amfingst the blankets and 
aed the face to him. The mouth 
i pounded to a livid jelly — the 
c was matted with blood, but bet 
eyes were open and he knew her by 
them. 

He looked up at El Toro. 
He said, "But she's—" 
EI Toro said swiftly in the same 
silky voice, "Yes. We had to ques- 
her rather— ah — thoroughly. 
Unfortunately, she did not tell us a 
great deal. And then, more unfor- 
tely, she— ah— left us. A pity." 
He pointed down at her bulging 
mach. He said, "That may have 
de a greater matador than you. 
Yes, a pity." 

He said, "She will have a mass. 
You are too great an exponent of 
he art for her to be denied that." 

Perez slowly pulled a blanket 
icross her face and got to his feet. 
.El Toro coughed. He said, "I 
:rust you will do nothing stupid. 



And for 



reat a fighte 
tador such a 



Perez walked to the door. He 
said quietly, "Let us go . . 

Later that evening the phone rang 
in the suite. In the stillness it 
sounded like a scream. Perez lifted 
It gently ana saiu in a soocr vuin;, 
"Yes?" There was not enough wine 
in the world to make him drunk. 

The voice of EI Toro said, "I 
imderstand, Perez, you were due for 
a week's holiday in your next city 
before you commenced fighting 
there. As you have used up almost 
all that week here we have been 
wondering if you would put in one 
last appearance here in the couple 
of days you still have at your dis- 
'posal. We are all still hungry for the 
master. What do you say, Perez?" 
He did not answer for a long 

El Toro's voice said quickly, 
"Perez — Perez— are you there?" 

He said tonelesly, "Yes. I will 
fight. . ." 

It was his fourth bull. 

He had seldom fought as well. 
He remembered once a day in the 
capital and another in a southern 
city when things had gone as well 
for him. But such days were rare 
in the life of a matador. They were 
flashes of greatness that came only 
to the greatest of matadors and on 
the rarest of occasions. 

He bad seen El Toro rise to his 
feet several times shouting bis name 
with the rest. Such praise from such 
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^l pri Irctioniflt was a sign of the 
ji.iiMliicui of his fighting this day. 

Wl.oii Panclio had attended to 
his arm once more when a horn had 
otcasioned him a slight woimd the 
old man had said gruffly, "Such a 
cogida is an insult to the lighter you 

He walked slowly across to the 



The 



It 



: the I 



e for the btindis, 
crophone down to 
: doing things in 
He took off the 



They put 
him. They 
great style this day. 
montera. He looked around the 
arena. The stands were packed, 
both the shaded and the sunny sides 
— silently waiting for him to speak. 

He said clearly, "I dedicate this 
bull to the rebels." There was a 
"uddcn stir in the president's box. 
El Toro leaned forward, fat jowls 
livid. A murmur started in die 
crowd. He said quickly, "I dedicate 
this bull to the thousands of rebels 
who have died in freedom's name. 
I dedicate it to the cause which I 
betrayed. I dedicate it to the men 
and women who are dying for the 
rights which we, like gutless sheep, 
allow to be taken away ftom us." 



The J 



resident gestured frenziedly. 
;ineer moved up in the box. 
icrophone clicked. He knew 
it was dead. He raised hb voice. 
He shouted, "I dedicate it to Maria 
and all her comrades. And now, 
rebels, take your bull— El Toto— " 

He groped inside the shirt beneath 
his jacket for the Luger. He pulled 
it out and fired steadily at El Eoro. 
Where EI Toro's left eye had been 
appeared a red-rimmed hole. Two 
more bullets went into his heavy 
jowls like stones into mud. Perez 
kept firing until the Luger was 
empty. Then he threw it away. 

He had not heard the bull behind 
him. A voice from the crowd 
screamed, "Jiianito — behind you — " 

He turned quickly, but this was 
one Valera had not been there to 
weaken, and hit him with all the 
vigour and strength of its thcee-yeat- 
old pride. The horn crashed 
through the bars of his ribs, and the 
sudden, quick pain laid black-gloved 
hands on his brain. 

Pancho was stumbling across tlie 
arena screaming, "Juanito — 
Juanito— " But he was too tired to 
wait until he got there. . . 
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• COVER GIRL: Essy flowing Iin« .re 
the fT,sE impression Jean Peter, gives the 
more-chan-casuni cbseivtt, 3t,d those wko 
observe Jean are mote than caaual. An 
outdoor gid with that indoor look, she 
added acting ability to beauts', when sbe 

• LAW, ETC: Bill Kno^, who wrote 
The Pushes Broke and Fled" (page 

5 this issue), was in MelWrne at the 
lime of the "push" plague, and writes 
from e..perience as well as knowledge, 
ine interesting lesson of the episode 
(and of the atorj.), is that the "pushes" 
with rlicr attendant threats to law-abiding 
people did not grow out of any social 
injustice, but developed among young 
irresponsibles who had too much time 
on their hands. 

• COLOR: Two fiction stories in this 
.ssue of CAVALCADE chase the action 
to where you're eidjet quick or dead, 
and the result is a welcome tinge of exotic 
color bringing s breath of romance "He 
Hated Like His Father" (page 38) 
doesn't at first seem to be part of the 
modern democratic world-but it is, and 
the blood feud which is the theme is 
still dear to thousands of Balkan hearts. 
Damon Mills' f5ne story "The Last 
Brindis (page 93) has a powerfully 
worked out plot— but mote, it is a tech- 
nically faithful to bull-iights. 

• KELLER: Special interest mav attach 
to "Sk Dots That Spread The Light" 
(page 58), in view of Helen Keller's 
visit and lecture tour. How anvbody 
who is deaf, dumb and blind can con- 
duct an international lecture tour is just 
one of those things which couldn't have 
happened but for those Six Dots." 



• DANCE: It has never been decided 
whether die battles that were won on the 
playirig fields of Eton were won by the 
muscle-power -built up there, or by the 
willingness of men to fight for a nation 
which gave thein playgrounds. Hidet 
some years ago rallied a broken and dis- 
pirited Germany by making "Strength 
Through Jos'" his motto. Those ditee 
The Occupa- 



1 Fore. 



night 



^ behev 



that the 



defeated people to democratic ideas. 
• HOME: Every month a number of visi- 
tors call at CAVALCADE'S office to do 
something about die home plans which 
have now appeared in ■lO issues of the 

n-"- ■ " 

to be seen, bulk and being lived in, right 
now. Architect W. Watson Sharp says 



h( 



• STRIP: The exclusive picture-story 
acnes wlncl, CAVALCADE introduced 
with "The Secret Life of Walter Mitty" 
(last issue), will be a very popular type 
of movie preview, and that's a forecast! 
"Out of the Past" {thi. issue), is a vets' 
entertaining story of very different interest 
^^nd there is a new treat in store with 
"Magic Town," which is next month's 
strip -preview. Photographic previews in" 
five or sis pictures are common enough, 
but CAVALCADE takes pride in the 
added interest given by telling the full 
story of films you have not seen in story 
form. Sydney artist Phil Belbin is doing 
a good job 0" '■ • — ' 
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